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Characters 

MoruER 

FATHER 

Don, 17 

Sun, 16 

JOHNNY, 9 

Hiupa, the maid 

» Time: Halloween. Early evening. 

SerrinG: Father’s den. 

Ar Rise: Don is on the ladder and has 
just finished fastening the end of a 
string with decorations hanging from 

; it high up on the right wall. Sur 
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stands watching him. She holds in one 
hand a large paper black cat which 
has no tail and several tails for the cat 
and a box of thumb tacks in the other. 

Don (Coming down ladder): Well, Sue, 
how does it look? 

Suge: Wonderful, Don. If our Hal- 
loween party turns out as well as the 
decorations, it’ll be the best ever. 

Don (Laughing): Yeah, if nothing goes 
wrong. 

SuE: What do you mean by that? 

Don (Pushing big chair into corner up- 
stage right): Well, you know what 

Hilda says. 





Halloween Luck 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
Sue (Laughing): Oh, Hilda and her 


superstitions. What are you putting 
Dad’s chair in the corner for? 

Don: For Dad, of course. Mom says 
he’s got to have some place to relax 
while the party is going on. (Opens 
screen and stands it in front of chair. 
The right end of the screen must touch 
the wall. At the left end you can see 
the front end of the easy chair, facing 
left.) See, we put the screen in front 
to give him privacy. 

Sue: Good idea. And I’ve been won- 
dering where I’d put this cat. The 
screen is just the place. (Puts tails 
on a table and goes to screen) 

Don: Pin the tail on the cat. 
have to play that? 

Sup (Starts to thumb tack cat to screen): 
Why not? (Note: Only one thumb 
tack should be used in the middle of 
the cat, and the cat must stick up above 
the screen so that someone behind the 
screen can reach up and start it rock- 
ing back and forth on the thumb tack.) 

Don: Well, isn’t it sort of a kids’ game? 

Sue: That’s going to be half the fun. 

Don: But what about Hilda? She says 
black cats are bad luck. 


Do we 











Sur (Laughing): Oh, I talked her out 
of that. She says they’re bad luck if 
they cross your path. When I told 
her this one couldn’t cross her path, 
she shook her head and said, (Jmi- 
tating Hiipa) “I don’t know.” But 
she guessed it would be all right. 

Don (Laughing): So if Hilda says we 
can play pin the tail on the cat, I 
suppose it’s O.K. 

Sus: This is going to be a real old- 
fashioned Halloween party. (Going to 
mirror) This will be the magic mir- 
ror. If a girl stands in front of it 
eating an apple, she sees the man in 
her life reflected over her shoulder. 

Don: Where’d you get that old super- 
stition? 

Sue: Hilda, of course. 

Don: Where does she get all that stuff? 
It makes Mom and Dad nervous — 
all her talk about walking under 
ladders and black cats and thirteen 
being unlucky. 

Sur: I know. But she’s a dear just the 
same. Mom says she’s the best maid 
we’ve ever had. And those super- 
stitions come in handy on Hal- 
loween. She gave me another idea 
for the apples. (Pointing toward 
bowl of apfiles) If you pare an apple 
and then throw the parings over 
your shoulder, it’s supposed to make 
the initials of the boy or girl you like 
best. 

Don: Say, aren’t we going to play any 
games that aren’t about love? 

Sve: Hmm, I notice you don’t mind 
thinking about love when Mary 
Swanson is around. 

Don: Never mind that. 

Sue: And you’d better be sure to be 
standing behind Mary when she 

looks into the magic mirror. 





Don: And when you look into it, I 
suppose I’d better push Jim Neal 
right behind you. 

Sue: You won’t have to push him. 

Don: 0.K., O.K. (Looking at watch) 
Gosh, aren’t we almost through? I 
told Mary I’d pick her up. 

Sue: Oh, I guess she can find her way 
to our house. 

Don: Yes, I suppose. But what else 
do we have to do? I rolled up the 
rug in the living room and pushed 
the furniture to the sides. 

Sue: Well, there are the crepe paper 
decorations to hang . . . (JoHNNY 
enters wearing Man from Mars cos- 
tume. He looks rather frightening.) 

JoHNNY: Mom, oh Mom — where’s 
Mom? 

Sue: Mom went out to get some more 
favors for our party. Good gracious, 
Johnny, what are you supposed to 
be? 

JOHNNY: I’m a man from Mars. I went 
in the kitchen just now and scared 
Hilda half to death. 

Don: The Thing itself. You aren’t 
going to be around all evening look- 
ing like that, are you? 

JouNnNy: Who wants to be around here 
with your old party going on? (Sees 
black cat, goes to it and slaps at i 
derisively, making it rock back and 
forth.) Pin the tail on the cat — 
kids’ stuff! 

Sus: I suppose you’re too old for pin 
the tail on the cat. 

Jounny: Sure. Snuffy Brown and I 
are going out for tricks and treats. 
We’re going to every house on our 
street and get doughnuts and pop- 
corn and candy. 

Sure: Remember when we used to do 

that, Don? 
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Don: Sure. Kids’ stuff. 

Jounny: Kids’ stuff. You were both 
doing the same thing just two years 
ago and it’s a lot more fun than tak- 
ing girls out. 

Don: Humph, you’ll have a stomach 
ache tomorrow. 

Jounny: No, I won’t, but Mom says 
Dad will have a headache on account 
of your old party. (MorTuHEr enters.) 

MorueEr: Don, Sue, I’ve got the cutest 
favors for the dancing — (Stopping 
and staring) Children, what are you 
doing to your father’s den? 

Sue: Getting it ready for the party, 
Mom. 

Moruer: But you can’t use Dad’s den 
too. Dad and I have to have some 
place to go. 

Suz: But Mom, I thought you under- 
stood. I told you we'll all be danc- 
ing in the living room and we’ve got 
to have some place for the games. 
This room opens right off — it’s 
perfect. 

Moruer: Well, I don’t know what 
your father will say. We're all eat- 
ing in the kitchen as it is. 

Don: Don’t worry, Mom, I thought of 
everything. (Pointing upstage right) 
I put Dad’s chair way up the corner 
and he can just kind of pull the 
screen around him and relax. 

Moruer: Relax? With all of you bob- 
bing for apples and — well, I sup- 
pose he could go to bed. 

Sue: No, he can’t, Mom. The guests 
will have to put their wraps in your 
room. 

Moruer: Oh dear me. Maybe Hilda 
was right. She said this was going to 
be a bad day. 

JounNy: Mom . . . listen, may I take 


my black kitten with me when I go 
out for tricks and treats? 

MorueEr: No, dear, the kitten wouldn’t 
like it. 

Jounny: But black cats fit in with 
Halloween. 

Moruer: I said no. And don’t talk so 
loud about black cats. Hilda might 
hear you. 

JOHNNY: Gee, Mom, does she really be- 
lieve all that stuff? 

Moruenr: Yes, Johnny, I’m afraid she 
does. Some people are very super- 
stitious. Why, if she knew there 
was a black kitten out in our garage 
she might even leave us. And we 
don’t want that to happen. She’s 
such a good cook. 

Sure: We certainly don’t want her to 
quit tonight, Johnny. Not when 
she’s fixing refreshments for our 


party. 
Hitpa (Off): Mrs. Fisher, Mrs. Fisher! 
(She rushes in.) 


Moruer: Hilda, what on earth is the 
matter? 

Hitpa: Something terrible has hap- 
pened, Mrs. Fisher. 

Moruer: My goodness, Hilda, what? 

Hiupa: I spilled some salt. 

Moruer: Is that all? 

Hitpa: All? It means there’s going to 
be a terrible quarrel in this house. 

Moruer: Now, Hilda, nonsense .. . 

Hixpa: Of course, I threw a big hand- 
ful of salt over my left shoulder but 
sometimes that doesn’t help, Mrs. 
Fisher. And like I said this morning, 
it’s going to be a bad day ’cause I 
stumbled when I was coming down- 
stairs. It’s a sure sign of bad luck. 

Moruer: If you must believe in luck, 
try to believe in good luck. 
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Hitpa: You can’t, Mrs. Fisher. Not 
when the signs tell you otherwise. 
Sue: How is the cake coming for the 
party, Hilda? Did you put in the 
ring and the coin and the thimble? 

Hixpa: Yes, Miss Sue. 

Don: What’s all that for? 

Sue: The ring means you’re going to 
be married and the thimble means 
that you never will be married and 
the coin that you’ll be rich. 

Don: I'll try for the coin. 

Hitpa (Sadly): Well, I don’t know. 
Maybe the cake won’t taste good. 
Sue: But Hilda, your cakes always 

taste good. 

Hixpa: I don’t know. This is a bad 
day for everything. I walked under 
a ladder by mistake while I was 
shopping for groceries this morning. 
It’s ever since I lost my rabbit’s foot. 
(She sighs as she starts out.) Well, 
just so long as a black cat doesn’t 
cross my path. (£zits.) 

Moruer: There, you see, Johnny. 

JOHNNY: But Mom, what fun is it to 
have a kitten if you have to keep 
him hidden? 

Moruer: Dear, you could have chosen 
a white kitten. (Going to window) I 
think I heard a car. It’s probably 
your father. And oh my, it’s rain- 
ing. He’ll get wet coming in from 
the garage and then when he sees 
what you’ve done to his den... 

Sve: Oh, don’t worry about Dad. I'll 
take an umbrella out to him. [ left 
my raincoat in the hall. (Goes out.) 

JoHNNY (Looking out window): 
Wouldn’t you know! Rain on Hal- 
loween. (T'urning to others) Maybe — 
maybe Hilda is right. 

Moruer: What do you mean by that? 


Jounny: It’s raining and I wanted to 
go on tricks and treats and — well, I 
was playing with my kitten — it 
crossed my path. 

MorueEr (Crossly): Nonsense, Johnny. 

JOHNNY: But Mom... 

Moruer (More crossly): No, I don’t 
want to hear any more about it. 
I’ve had just about all I can stand 
of superstitions for a day. In fact, I 
almost wish I could go out some- 
where this evening — (Gesturing 
about room) get away from all this 
hub-bub. 

Jounny: But Mom, I want to go on 
tricks and treats. 

Moruer: Well, don’t look at me. I 
didn’t make it rain. 

Don: Say, maybe Hilda has got some- 
thing at that. 

MorueEr: Now, Don, don’t you start. 
Don: But she just said spilling salt 
means there’s going to be a quarrel. 

JoHNNY: See, Mom? 

Moruer: Don’t be ridiculous. Nobody 
is quarreling. And the rain is prob- 
ably just a shower. It may not last 
long. 

JoHNNY: Gosh, I hope not. (Sux and 
FATHER enter. SuE has raincoat on.) 

Sus: See, Dad, it’s not so terrible. (To 
OruEerS) I warned him in advance 
that we’d wrecked his den. 

FatuErR (Looking around): That, my 
dear, is a vast understatement. 
Couldn’t we have invited a few 
healthy ghosts for Halloween? They 
might not have pushed things around 
so much. 

JoHNNY: No ghosts but I’m a man 
from Mars and I’m going out for 

tricks and treats when the rain 

stops. (Sits on step on ladder) 
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FarHer: Is that so? Perhaps I’ll go 
with you. 

Moruer: Henry, I had no idea they 
were going to use your den. 

Don: But Mom, wait till he sees the 
way we’ve got his chair fixed. (Starts 
up right but stops as he hears Hiupa) 

Hitpa (Off screaming): Mrs. Fisher, 
Mrs. Fisher! 

MoruEer: Now what? 

Farner: Son, wherever my chair is I 
may never need it again. It seems 
that the world is coming to an end 
or something. 

Hitpa (Rushing in wild-eyed): Mrs. 
Fisher, Mrs. Fisher — in the front 
hall — in the front hall! 

Moruer: Now, Hilda, try and control 
yourself. 

Farner: What’s in the front hall, 
Hilda, an elephant? 

Hitpa: No, sir, Mr. Fisher, no sir, an 
umbrella! 

Farner: Indeed? How extraordinary. 

Hixpa: But it’s open, Mr. Fisher. It’s 
on the floor and it’s open. 

Sur: Why, sure, it is. I just put it 
there to dry off. 

Hitpa: But that’s bad luck, Miss Sue. 
An open umbrella in the house, 

that’s sure bad luck. 

Farner: Well, in that case, why not 
close the umbrella? 

Hitpa: I—I wouldn’t touch it, Mr. 
Fisher. (The phone rings, off.) 

Moruer: Oh, I’ll do it after I answer 
the phone. (Goes out) 

Farner (Laughing): I hope she closes 
that umbrella before the house falls 
down. 

Hitpa: I wouldn’t laugh if I were you, 
Mr. Fisher. Not when they’re going 
to make you sit there (Pointing up 
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right) behind that black cat all eve- 
ning. 

Fatuer: Oh, so that’s where I’m sup- 
posed to hole up? 

Don: Sure. (Pointing at chair) See? 

FatHer: Hmmm — you're sure I 
won’t crowd you at all? 

Hitpa: I wouldn’t do it if I were you, 
Mr. Fisher. This is a bad day. 

Faruer: Now, Hilda, not as bad as all 
that. In fact up until now, it’s been 
a very good day. (Taking paper 

from inside coat pocket) See that? 

Don: What is it, Dad? 

FatuEerR: That represents my after- 
noon’s work. An order for thirteen 
hundred dollars. 

Sue: Gee, Dad, that’s wonderful. 

Hixpa: Miss Sue, you don’t know what 
you're talkin’ about. Thirteen hun- 
dred dollars. Mr. Fisher, you’d bet- 
ter take that order right back to 
where you got it from. 

Fatuer: Now, Hilda, that’s going a bit 
too far. 

JouNNy: Sure, I don’t believe all that 
stuff either. (Rises from ladder step) 
Look, I’m not afraid to walk under a 
ladder. (He walks under and there is 
a flash of lightning from the window 
and clap of thunder and sound of hard 
rain off. Everyone stands still for a 
moment. JOHNNY looks frightened.) 

Fatuer: Well, son, that doesn’t sound 
very much like any tricks and treats 
for you tonight. 

Jounny: Yeah. And I — I just walked 
under the ladder. 

Fatuer (Laughing): It was rather co- 
incidental. Well, I think I’ll try out 
my cubbyhole. (He sits in his chair 
and can be seen reading over his 
order.) 


Hipa: If I were you, I’d get that lad- 
der out of here before anything else 
happens. 

Don (Laughing): O.K., Hilda, if it 
will make you feel better. (He folds 
ladder and as he starts to carry it, 
bumps one corner of the mirror with 
it.) Oh, oh! 

Sue: Don, you’ve cracked the mirror! 

Hitpa (Accusingly): Now — now will 
you believe me? That’s seven years’ 
bad luck. And me without my rab- 
bit’s foot. If I could only find that 
thing. 

Farner (Poking his head around 
screen): Much damage, Don? 

Don: No, just a corner. We can still 
use it. 

Fatuer: Hilda, the more I look at this 
order the better I feel. If it would 
help matters any, we could buy you 
a new rabbit’s foot —or a whole 
rabbit — or a dozen rabbits! 

Hiipa: That wouldn’t do, Mr. Fisher. 
My rabbit’s foot came from a rabbit 
that lived under a weepin’ willow 
tree. They’re the best kind. 

Don (Laughing and starting left with 
ladder): Hilda, you’ve got more 
funny ideas. (He stops left as he 
meets MOTHER coming in.) 

Moruer: That call was for you, Don, 
but I took care of it. It was Mary to 
say that she’ll be driving over with 
Charlie Benson. 

Don: What? With Charlie Benson? 
(Standing ladder open at left and 
turning to Motuer again) Why, 
that snake in the grass. 

Moruer: Why, Don, I thought Charles 
was a friend of yours. 

Don: Not after this, he isn’t. He’s 
been trying to date Mary for weeks, 


and now when he’s coming here to a 
party right in our own house... 
Hixpa: Now, Mr. Don, now who’s got 
funny ideas? You break the mirror 

and right away bad luck comes. 

Don: Yeah. . . . Gee, Hilda, I don’t 
know. 

Hitpa: That’s what I always say. 

Sue: Oh, Hilda, it’s just like the um- 
brella business. Look, if it’s unlucky 
to open an umbrella in the house, 
why isn’t it unlucky to wear a rain- 
coat in the house, too? (Puts hands 
into coat pockets and spreads coat out 
toward H1ipa) 

Hiutpa: I don’t know. Maybe it is 
unlucky. You can’t sometimes tell. 
Sus: Oh, how silly. (Takes hands from 
pockets. In one hand is small brown 
envelope.) Wait a minute. (Staring 
at envelope) Hilda, I thought you 

said you put the ring in the cake. 

Hipa: I sure did, Miss Sue. 

Sue: But you couldn’t have. This is 
the one I bought at the dime store. 
I forgot to give it to you. I put the 
thimble and the coin on the sink in 
the kitchen but I forgot the ring. 

Hixpa: Well, I put it in just the same. 
There was a fancy ring there with 
some kind of emblem on it. 

Sue: No. Oh no! I left Jim’s class 
ring on the sink while I helped you 
with the dishes. He gave it to me 
and what if one of the other girls 
gets it in the cake? 

Hitpa: I’m sorry, Miss Sue, but I 
didn’t know. I told you that open 
umbrella was bad luck. 

Suz: But Hilda, how could it be? You 
put the wrong ring in the cake before 
I even opened the umbrella. 





Hitpa: I don’t know, Miss Sue. I 
guess on a bad day it doesn’t make 
any difference which comes first, 
the umbrella or the ring. As she 
goes out) And this sure is a bad day. 

Sue (Putting envelope with ring on 
table and quickly taking off raincoat) : 
Mom, did you close that umbrella? 

Moruer: Yes, I did. But Sue,there’s 
nothing to it. 

FaTHER (Rising suddenly): By George. 
Maybe there is something to it. 
(Waving his order as he comes down- 
stage) Thirteen hundred dollars. 

. Morner: Why, Henry. 

Fatuer: Thirteen hundred dollars and 
the man never signed it. This order 
isn’t worth a cent! 

Don: Gosh, Dad, what can you do? 

Farner: I’m not sure. He’s at a hotel 
downtown. (Starting left) If I can 


catch him on the phone maybe I can 


drive down there before he leaves. 
(Rushes out left) 

Jounny: I guess Hilda’s right about 
everything. Thirteen was Dad’s 
unlucky number. 

) Sue: And you started it all by walking 
under that ladder. 

JounNy: Well, you left the umbrella 
up and Don broke the mirror. 

Don: I wouldn’t have moved the lad- 
der just then if you hadn’t walked 
under it. So that was your fault too. 

JouNNY: All right, all right, blame 
everything on me! (Goes to window 
and looks out) 

Morusr: Now, children, stop quarrel- 
ing — quarreling, what am I saying? 

Sue: See, Mom. Hilda said there 
would be a quarrel. 

Hitpa (Off): Oh me, oh me! 

Moruer: Shhh, here she comes. 


Hiipa: Yes’m. 


Hipa (Entering): I tell you, Mrs. 
Fisher; it never rains but it pours. 
The cake for the party is ruined! 

Moruer: But Hilda, how can it be? 
It looked like a very nice cake to me. 

Hixtpa: It was, Mrs. Fisher, but you 
know when I spilled the salt? 

Moruer: Yes. 

Hitpa: Well, the big handful of salt 
that I threw over my shoulder must 
have landed right on the cake and the 
icing was soft and oh —I tell you 
it’s ruined, Mrs. Fisher. 

Moruer: Oh, Hilda, that’s too bad. 

(Then looking a little 
belligerent) And don’t go blamin’ me 
’cause what with him (Pointing at 
JOHNNY) walkin’ under ladders and 
her (At Sug) openin’ umbrellas, and 
him (At Don) breakin’ mirrors, I 
can’t help what happens! (She 
stamps, off left.) 

Don: Gosh, no cake for the party. I 
guess Hilda is right again. It never 
rains but it pours. 


Sur (Smiling): Well, I think it’s the 


first good thing that’s happened. At 
least I won’t have to worry about 
somebody else getting Jim’s ring. 


Moruer: She’s right, Don. And the 


cake isn’t so much to worry about. I 
made some pumpkin pies this morn- 
ing. You can use them. 

Don: Gee, sure, and why not put the 
thimble and stuff in the pies? 


Moruer: Why, of course. Give me 


that other ring, Sue, so we don’t 
make the same mistake a second 
time. 


Sue (Picking up envelope and handing 


it to Moruer): Here it is. 


MoruEr (Going left): I’ll tell Hilda to 


fix it right away. (Goes out left) 





Sus: Well, it looks as though things 
are going to work out all right after 
all. 

Don: For you, but how about me? 
Charlie Benson is still coming with 
my girl. 

Jounny: And how about me? It’s still 
raining. (Looking out window) And 
here comes the Benson station 
wagon now. 

Don (Rushing to window): Already? 

Sue: But it’s too early. They’re not 
due for half an hour. 

Jounny: He’s not stopping here. He 
went right on past. 

Don (Moving toward stage center again): 
Yeah, and he had a lot of the kids 
with him. What do you make of 
that? 

Sur: Why, he must be picking up the 
whole crowd. They’re on their way 
out to get John and Sally from the 
farm and the rest are going along for 
the ride. 

Don (All smiles): Why, sure, that’s it. 
And they’ll stop for Mary on the 
way back. She’s just one of the 
crowd. And here I thought... 
(FATHER enters.) Say, Dad, what do 
you know? Everything is going to 
be all right. 

Fatuer (Smiling): You don’t know 
the half of it, son. I got my man on 
the phone and he tells me he made 
a mistake. He meant to give me 
two orders for thirteen hundred dol- 
lars each. Wait till I tell Hilda that 
thirteen is my lucky number. 

Don: That’s great, Dad. But how 
about getting them signed? 

Fatuer: I’m driving downtown right 
away. And your mother is going 
with me. We’re eating out tonight. 
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She says she’s fed up on supersti- 
tions and wants a nice juicy steak. 
Sur: Good for you, Dad. Mom needs 
to get out. Well, I guess our bad 
luck was all in our imagination, 
(Looking toward Jounny) If only it 
would stop raining so Johnny could 

have his tricks and treats. 

Jounny (Sadly): But it doesn’t look as 
though it ever will stop. 

FatueEr: No, I’m afraid not. But don’t 
worry, Johnny. I'll bring you some 
treats from downtown. Candy and 
popcorn, how will that be? 

Jounny: Thanks, Dad, but I kind of . 
wish I could play a few tricks too. 

Fatuer: Well, maybe you'll have to 
do without the tricks for this 
Halloween. (Moruer enters. She 
has hat and coat on.) Well, my dear, 
are you all ready? 

Moruer: Yes, Henry, I’m ready but 
Hilda was right. It’s a bad day. 
FatHEeR: What do you mean? Every- 

thing’s wonderful . 

Moruer: No, it isn’t. Johnny’s black 
kitten is in the house. 

JouNNY: He — he is? Where? 

Moruer: Under the kitchen stove. 

JOHNNY: Sue, you must have done that 
when you went out to the garage for 
Dad. You let him out. 

Sue: I didn’t let him out. I just didn’t 
think of him. He must have fol- 
lowed us in. 

Moruer: Well, it doesn’t matter. He’s 
in now. He ran down the hall ahead 
of me and into the kitchen. Hilda 
hasn’t seen him yet. 

Don: Boy! But when she does! 
Faruer: My dear, let’s get out of here 
before the explosion takes place. 
Moruer: Yes, Henry, I think you're 





right. I can’t stand any more. And 
Henry, if you don’t mind, will you 
take me to the Four Leaf Clover 
Grill? 

FatHER (J'aking Moruer’s arm and 
starting toward door): Certainly, my 
dear. That place where they have 
the horseshoe over the door. 

Suz: But Mom... 

Don: But Dad... 

MoruHerR and Fatuer (Turning at 
door): Happy Halloween, everybody. 
(They go out.) 

Don: Wouldn’t you know? Just as 
everything was beginning to go 
right. 

Suz: Maybe we can get the cat out of 
there. Johnny, if we call Hilda in 
here, maybe you can... 

JoHNNY: Sure, I could get him. 

Don: Well, let’s not waste any time! 

Hitpa (Off): Oh me, oh me, oh me! 

Don: Too late. 

Hitpa (Rushing in excitedly): Mrs. 
Fisher, Mrs. Fisher — that — that — 
that cat’s in the kitchen and... 
where’s Mrs. Fisher? 

Sur: She’s gone out, Hilda, with Dad 
and — and we know the cat is in the 
house. 

Don: Yes, Hilda, we’ll have to get him 
out. 

Hitpa: Don’t you dare touch that cat! 

Don: Johnny can take him. The cat 
won’t hurt you. 

Hitpa: I should say he won’t, Mr. 
Don. That’s the finest cat I ever 
seen. Yes sir, and to think I’ve been 
mistaken about black cats all my 
life. 

Sue: Why, Hilda. You mean this cat 
isn’t bad luck? 

Hitpa: I should say not. He’s good 


luck. I heard somethin’ under the 
stove sort of scratchin’ around and I 
looked under to see what it was, and 
there that kitten was playin’ with 
my rabbit’s foot. (Holding up rab- 
bit’s foot) He found my rabbit’s foot! 

Jounny: Your rabbit’s foot? Then can 
I keep him in the house, Hilda? 
He’s my cat. 

Hitpa: He is? Why, sure, keep him in 
the house. Maybe he’ll bring us all 
good luck. 

JOHNNY: Hurray! (Rushes off left) 

Don: Well, I guess that makes just 
about everybody happy. 

Sue: Yes. Dad got twice as big an 
order as he expected. 

Don: And Mom got to go out to dinner 
for Halloween. 

Sue: I got Jim’s ring out of the cake 
and you’re going to be with Mary at 
the party. 

Don: Johnny’s got his black kitten to 
play with. 

Hitpa (All smiles and holding up rab- 
bit’s foot): And I’ve got my rabbit’s 
foot. 

Sue: Yes. And Hilda, let’s not have 
any more frightening superstitions. 
Or at least, let’s not believe in them. 

Hixpa: I expect you’re right, Miss Sue. 
I’ve been goin’ too far with that 
superstition business. 

Don: Of course you have, Hilda. It’s 
a lot of nonsense. 

Hitpa: Maybe you’re right, Mr. Don. 
(Looking at ladder) Why, I'd — I’d 
almost walk under that ladder. 

Don: Go ahead. 

Hiupa (Goes to ladder, hesitates a mo- 
ment and then walks under. Stands 
and grins): See? Nothin’ happened. 

Sug (Laughing): Good for you, Hilda. 





Hiipa (Walking right): And to think I 
used to be afraid of old paper cats. 
(Looks at cat on screen) Huh! (Turns 
downstage) 

Don (Looking at watch): Gosh, we’ve 
got to rush to get finished, Sue. 
They’!l be here any minute. 

Sue: O.K. You bring the ladder and 
I’ll start hanging the decorations in 
the living room. (Down takes ladder 
and they both exit.) 

Hitpa (As she stands at stage center 
looking at her rabbit’s foot): Super- 


(A hand reaches up from behind the 
screen, tilts the cat on its thumb tack 
and starts it rocking back and forth. 
There is a loud meow from behind the 
screen. Hu1.pa freezes for a moment, 
then looks right and sees cat rocking.) 
Rabbit’s foot, don’t fail me now! 
(Kisses rabbit’s foot and starts left 
screaming) Mr. Don, Miss Sue! 
(Goes out) 

Jounny (After a slight pause, poking 
his head up above screen with big grin): 
Happy Halloween, everybody. 


stitions — lot of nonsense — rabbit’s 


foot — maybe that’s nonsense, too. THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


HALLOWEEN Luck 

Characters: 3 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Hilda has on an 
apron and may wear a maid’s uniform; 
Johnnie is dressed in a Man from Mars 
costume. Father has a coat on when he 
enters from the outside: Mother wears a 
hat and coat when she leaves. At one point 
Sue wears a raincoat. 


Properties: Large paper black cat without a 
tail and several loose tails to go with it, box 
of thumb tacks, favors, small brown en- 
velope, sheet of paper for business order, 
rabbit’s foot. 

Setting: Father’s den. There is an entrance at 
left to the living room and other parts of the 
house. At upstage right, a closed panel 
screen is leaning against the wall. Against 
the rear wall is a low table and on it are a 
large tub and a bowl of apples. There is a 
mirror on the right wall and downstage 
from the mirror is a window. Near the 
mirror is a tall ladder standing open. A 
string with paper pumpkins and witches 
hanging from it is strung across the room. 
There is a large easy chair near stage center 
and other chairs and small tables placed 
about the room. In the corner upstage 
right is an invisible entrance, which may be 
covered with a curtain the same color as the 
walls, with an opening big enough for a 
character to crawl through and hide behind 
the screen when it is opened. The backdrop 
may have bookcases painted on it to give 
the effect of a den. 
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Day of Destiny 


by Aileen Fisher 


Characters 

CoLUMBUS 

YounG Pepro, his page 

PEDRO DE TERREROS, his s eward 

Five SAILORS 

DominGo, able seaman and cooper 

Suip’s Boy 

Time: Late afternoon of October 10, 1492. 

Sert1ne: On board the “Santa Maria.” 

Ar Rise: Cotumsus and his Pace are 
at one side of the stage, looking out as 
if over the sea. PaGE holds a book. A 
group of muttering SaILors are on 
the other side. Their looks and gestures 
directed toward CoLuMBUS suggest 
they are on the verge of mutiny. 

CotumBus: This weather is like April 
in Andalusia, Young Pedro. The 
only thing wanting is to hear night- 
ingales! 

Pace: Yes, Captain. It would indeed 
be good to hear nightingales . . . in 
place of some of the sounds that come 
to our ears. (He glances furtively at 
the SAILORS.) 

Co.umBus: The tenth of October, and 
such warm fragrance in the wind! 
Pace: More than fragrance in the 
wind, Master, (Looks toward Sai- 

ors) I am sorry to say. 

Co.umBus: Boy, you could not know, 
but lately I had a birthday. I stood 
on deck many hours, looking out 
upon the sea, thinking. Let me tell 
you it is a rare thing to end one’s 
fortieth year sailing, so close to the 
fulfillment of a dream. 


Page: So close to the fulfillment? You 
still think .. . 

Cotumsus: For thirty years, lad, I 
have been waiting for these days. 
Waiting, waiting. When I was a boy 
of ten I used to sit on the docks in 
Genoa watching the ships come and 
go. Always the mast tops appeared 
first over the curving expanse of sea. 
Always the mast tops disappeared 
last. What, I wondered, lay out 
there leagues away, beyond the un- 
known? Japan? India? 

Pace: Still the unknown, my Captain. 

Coiumsvus: I was a weaver’s son, but 
I wove dreams instead of woolen 
cloth. And all these years I have 
waited for the pattern to come clear. 
You cannot believe how long the 
years of waiting were in Spain, 
Young Pedro. (Sighs) Six years... 
before the Sovereigns gave their con- 
sent. Yet I did not give up. Lifeisa 
river, lad. For some it twists and 
turns and doubles back upon itself. 
But my river flows straight ahead. 
Straight ahead. 

Paae: Yes, Sir, I know. And always 
to the west! 

Cotumsus (Smiling): You learn well. 
Now let me see the book you have 
brought. Today I have need of it, 
with doubts and fears lurking behind 
my back like tigers. (Glances at 
Sarors as he takes the book) Seneca’s 
Medea. The words are fourteen 
centuries old, Young Pedro, and 





now, at last, on the verge of proof. 
(Finds place) Listen, then. ‘‘An age 
will come after many years when the 
Ocean will loose the chains of things, 
and a huge land lie revealed . . .” 
(With assurance) The chains are 
loosening. The new land will soon lie 
revealed. 

Pace (Straining eyes into distance): 
Soon? Today, Sir, is the thirty-first 
day since we left the Canary Islands 
behind us. The thirty-first day we 
have been out of sight of land. 

Co.umsus: You have been listening to 
the grumblings of the crew! Confess! 

Pace: Well, it is hard not to listen. 
Perhaps I should tell you, Master. . . 

Cotumsus (Shrugging): No need. 
(Glancing at Sartors) I know with- 
out being told. One does not have to 
listen to know what a Spaniard 
thinks. I have smelled the vinegar 


on those Spanish breaths for many 


days. I have seen the sourness of 
their thoughts. But my river flows 
straight! Go, bring me a cup of fresh 
water, boy. (PAGE exits. CoLUMBUS 
looks at book. Satuors’ mutterings 
grow louder.) 

ist Sartor: First he takes us through 
the seaweed—days of seaweed, 
leagues of seaweed. Was ever a ship 
expected to sail through meadows of 
green and yellow, I ask you? Not 
an inch of open water! We might be 
there yet, but for a good wind at our 
backs. And how can we get home 
again with the wind in our faces? 

Sartors: Aye, that will be another 
matter. (Angry muttering) 

ist Samor: I say we will stick in the 
seaweed till we rot, if we don’t starve 
first, or perish of thirst. 
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2np Sartor: The farther we go, the less 
sure we are of the way back. Don’t 
forget the compass. (Looks mali- 
ciously at CoLumBvus) I tell you I do 
not trust his bearings. Why did the 
compass last month vary to the 
Northwest of the polestar by night, 
and vary to the Northeast by morn- 
ing? Why? The compass is be- 
witched. 

Sartors (Shaking fists at CoLumBus): 
Not only the compass. 

3RD Sartor: You notice how he keeps 
pointing out the birds. “Look at the 
birds,” he says. “Land is near,” he 
says. “With birds flying overhead 
land cannot be far away,” he says. 
Ha! Have we not been seeing birds 
for weeks? And still no sign of land. 
Who knows these are not sea birds 
we have been seeing, with no need of 
land save at nesting time? (Pacer 
returns with cup of water. CoLUMBUS 
drinks, paying no attention to SarLors’ 
grumblings. PaGE exits.) 

2npD Sartor: Have you noticed? He is 
varying his course to follow the birds 
that pass overhead. I do not trust 
his reckoning. 

SarLors: Foreigner! Genoese! 

3RD Sartor: “Land is near,” he says. 
How many oceans away does he call 
near? For a month we have not seen 
land. 

4ru Sartor: And the soundings. Do 
we have a sounding line long enough 
to reach the bottom of this unknown 
sea? No. The sea here is bottom- 
less. And endless. And that’s a 
combination for you! 

Sartors: Aye, bottomless. Endless. 

5ra Sartor: How much longer must 
we put up with it then? Sailing into 
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nowhere. He is only one. At the 
most a handful are with him. We 
are thirty, at the least. Why do we 
sailon? We must turn back at once, 
or the food will run out. And the 
water. Does it ever rain here in this 
bitter desert of sea? Have you seen 
a single drop of rain in the last week? 

Sartors: True, true. The sea is a 
desert here. 

ist Sartor: This foreigner from Genoa 
is seeking to make himself a rich 
lord, a great Admiral . . . at our ex- 
pense. King Ferdinand and Queen 
Isabella are our sovereigns, not his. 
Why should we take his orders? 
(PEDRO DE TERREROS comes in with 
a bird in his hand. He slows up as he 
passes Saitors, though pretending 
not to listen.) 

SarLors: Aye, why? 

3rD Sartor (Slyly): Who would know 
... [say ... who would know how it 
happened . . . if the Captain should 
fall overboard tonight while observ- 
ing the stars? An accident, of 
course! 

’ Sartors: Of course. An accident. 

3rD Sartor: It would be dark. His 
foot would slip on the deck. Or he 
might lose his balance, you know. 

47H Sarton: Ha—let him swim to 
land, then, if it is so close! 

dTH SAILOR: Tonight, eh? An accident. 
Then assuredly we will have to sail 
back to Spain immediately to report 
the accident. (PEDRO DE TERREROS 
has returned to CoLumBus and holds 
the small bird out to him.) 

Cotumsus (Nodding to Pepro briefly): 
It is you, steward. 

Pepro: Captain . . . 


ment and breathe this air. Is it not 
soft and fragrant as April in Seville? 

Prepro: Yes, Captain, but... 

Cotumsus (Seeing the bird): 
another bird. (Takes it) 

Prepro: One of several that alighted on 
the ship, Sir. Quite different from 
the others, it seems. 

CotumsBus: Yes, yes. Smaller. More 
frail. (Glances at Sartors, then confi- 
dentially) You know, Pedro, I have 
concluded the others must be sea 
birds. They have been with us so 
many days. But this — it resembles 
a warbler, don’t you think? 

Pepro: Yes, Captain. It seems some- 
what like a warbler. 

CotumsBus: That means land, surely 
in a day or two. 

Pepro (Jn low voice): If meanwhile you 
should not accidentally slip tonight 
while observing the stars! If you 
should not accidentally lose your 
balance tonight in the dark! 

Cotumsus: Is that what they are 
talking now, Pedro? As bad as that? 

Pepro: I heard them as I passed just 
now. ‘Who would ever know how it 
happened?” they said. 

CotumBvus: Only a day or two more. 
That is all I ask — only a day or two. 
Now is not the time to turn back, 
when the ripe fruit is little more 
than arm’s length away. I know, 
Pedro. Here, inside, I know it is not 
far now. 

Prepro: I believe it. But we who be- 
lieve are few. They are many. 

Cotumsus: I have dampened their 
fears before, smothered their doubts, 
soothed their tempers. I must do it 
again. 


Ah, 


CotumBus: Stand here quietly a mo- Prpro: This time it will take more than 


13 





soft words, Captain, I am afraid. 

Co.tumsus: Then, Pedro, that is what 
they shall have. Soft words. And 
more! (CoLtumBus walks toward 
sullen Sartors, carrying bird. PEDRO 
follows.) Here is a song for your 
hearts, men, on a beautiful day. 
Here is a good omen. This bird has 
just alighted aboard the Santa 
Maria. You will see he is smaller 
than the others we have caught. 
(SaArLors mumble.) Like a warbler, 
would you not say? (SarLors 
mumble.) Surely so small a bird can- 
not be far from land. 

Ist Sartor (Gruffly): We have seen 
your birds before. But we have seen 
no land since we left the Canaries on 
the 9th day of September. A month 
and a day ago! 

CotumBvs: I cannot think a bird this 
size, like a warbler, could be more 


than a day or two from land. Three 
days at the most. (SarLors mumble.) 
2np Sartor: Who knows the habits of 


birds in this uncharted desert? We 
must turn back at once. Otherwise 
we will starve. We will starve, or 
perish of thirst, if we do not turn 
back .. . today. 

CotumsBus: Starve, you say? Come, 
now. My steward here, Pedro de 
Terreros, will know about the food 
supplies. (Turns to Pepro) Would 
you say, Pedro, that we are in danger 
of starvation? 

Prepro: As everyone knows, we left 
Palos, Spain, on the third day of 
August. That was two months and 
a week ago. And we were stocked 
for a twelvemonth, Sir. . . as every- 
one knows. 

Cotumsus: So you think you will 


starve, tf we are gone a little over 
two months, on twelve months’ 
supplies! And perish of thirst? Fetch 
me the cooper, Pedro. He will know 
the condition of the wine and water 
casks. (Prepro exits. Samors 
grumble menacingly.) 

3p Sartor: There is still the matter of 
the compass. 

Cotumsus: Still the matter of the 
compass! Did I not explain it to 
you, in great detail? Did I not tell 
you it was the Pole Star that varied 
in its rotation, not the compass 
needle? Besides, the variation is 
over now. 

47H Sartor: The seaweed. How can 
we get back through the seaweed? 

CoLumBus: You saw how it was. The 
thin layer of weed parted easily be- 
fore our ships. The worst fear was, 
as always, the unknown. But now 
you know, now you have seen the 
green and yellow meadow part 
neatly before us, what is the worry? 

5ruH Sartor: The wind, that is the 
worry. The wind continually blows 
west, away from home. Not east, 
toward Spain. 

Co.tumsus: A good sailor knows how 
to use the wind, man, however it 
blows. (PEDRO returns with Dom- 
INGO) How now, Domingo Vizcaino, 
have you been seeing to the casks? 

Domrnco: Yes, Captain. Is anything 
wrong? 

Cotumsvs: Are the casks leaky or tight? 

Domineo: As tight as a cooper can 
make them. 

Cotumsus: And lashed so they can 
not roll? 

Dominco: Aye, Sir. Safely lashed and 
stowed. 
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will last... how many months would 
you say? 

DominGo: Oh, many months, Sir. 
Even without rain. We are well 
stocked with water and wine. 

CotumBus: Good, Domingo. (Nods to 
him in dismissal) You will be re- 
warded one day. (DomiInGo evits. 
SarLors are still defiant.) 

5rH SAILOR: Rewarded? With what? 
The bottomless sea and the endless 
horizon? 

Co.umBus: Surely you have heard of 
the wealth of the Indies, of the great 
Khan... 

5rH SAILOR: Aye, we have heard. But 
no one has ever reached the Indies 
by sailing west. We must return to 
Spain and sail south and east. 

Sartors: Tonight. We turn back to- 
night. 

CotumsBvus: A little more time, men. I 
beg you. Land is so near now, would 
you throw to the winds all these days 
of sailing? Would you fail your 
King and Queen? 

Sartors: Tonight! 

Cotumsus: Come I can understand 
your feelings. And do you think my 
heart is closed to your longings? 
Never have you been so long from 
land on uncharted seas. Of course, 
you are tormented by doubts. But 
have you suffered on the journey? 
Has not the wind been favorable and 
the sea well-behaved? Have not 
your tasks been light? To turn back 
now would be to let the riches of the 
Indies slip through your fingers. 

Ist Sartor: You have said that before. 

§ 2np Sartor: And still no sign of land. 

Sartors: Tonight. 


CotumBus: And the wine and water 


CotumBus: Today is the tenth day of 
October. Give me until the thir- 
teenth. Then, on my word, if we do 
not reach land, I will take you back 


to Spain. Safely. And without 
bitterness. 


Sartors: No. No. 

CotumBus: Consider well what you 
are saying to your Captain, men. 
(Samtors withdraw a little, talking 
together.) 

Pepro: As I said before, I am afraid 
it will take more than soft words, my 
Captain. 

CotumBus: And as I said before, they 
shall have their soft words . . . and 
more. 

Sartors (Turning back): Three days is 
too long. We turn back tonight. 
Coutumsus (Getting angry): I have 
come on this journey of exploration 
under the flag of two great Sov- 
ereigns to find the Indies. I shall 
not turn back until I am satisfied 
that I have been mistaken. I am 
not yet satisfied! So far all is well. 
Land is near. I have no doubt of it 
in my heart. As long as I am Cap- 

tain of the Santa Maria... 

Ist Sartor (Mockingly): Aye, as long 
as you are Captain! 

2np Sartor: You are only one. At the 
most, you have a handful of men 
with you. 

3RD Sartor: We are thirty strong. 

Cotumsus: Enough, I know what 

thoughts you are thinking. The 

words are written on your faces for 
me to read, and in your gestures. 

You are thinking: ‘‘How easy it will 

be. How simple. The Captain’s foot 

will slip accidentally while he is ob- 
serving the stars tonight. The Cap- 





tain will lose his balance tonight in 
the darkness and fall overboard.” I 
know your thoughts. But let me tell 
you it is not so easy! It would do 
you no good to kill me. Do you 
hear what I am saying? It would do 
you no good to kill me! The Sover- 
eigns have already been warned 
what might happen on such a voyage 
as this. (CoLumBuUs measures his 
words) I tell you .. . if you return 
without your Captain, the King and 
Queen will have you hanged . . . the 
whole lot of you. It is already 
agreed. (Sartors, mumbling, huddle 
again for consultation.) 

Pepro: That will give them something 
to chew on, Sir. 

CoxiumBus: “He deserves not the sweet 
that will not take the sour.” (After 
a few moments, SAILORS reach a de- 
cision, turn to COLUMBUS) 

47H Sartor: We are willing to sail on 
... for two more days. 

5ru Sartor: Only two. 

SarLors: Two days. If your land is so 
near, we should see it in two days. 


CotumBus (Looking at the bird): A little 
bird like a warbler would not be far 
from land. (To Sartors) Two more 
days? That is enough. It will be a 
compact, then, on both sides. And 
let us hear no more grumbling. Tell 
the others. Two more days, and no 
grumbling! (SarLors exit.) As | 
told you before, Pedro, I need only a 
day or two more. It is the voice of 
destiny telling me. 

Prepro: Your faith is wondrous to be- 
hold, my Captain. (There is silence 
for a moment as the two look out over 
the sea. Surp’s Boy comes in with an 
unlit lantern, chanting.) 

Surp’s Boy: ‘Amen and God give us a 
good night and good sailing; may the 
ship make a good passage, sir Cap- 
tain and master and good company.” 

CotumBus: My faith burns in me like 


a fire, Pedro. Like an unquenchable 

white light. Two days are enough. 

Look, Pedro, the sun is setting in the 

western sea, toward the land of 

promise. And we sail toward it! 
THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Day or DEstINy 

Characters: 10 male. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: All the characters wear hose and 
long-sleeved doublets. The sailors wear 
faded blue, the page, green, and Columbus, 
— blue. Columbus may wear a cape and 

at. 

Properties: Book, cup, bird, lantern. 

Setting: All that is needed is a backdrop show- 
ing a ship’s rail, some masts, and some 
ocean. If desired, ropes, kegs, masts, etc., 
may be placed around the stage. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





When the Hurlyburly’s Done 


by John Murray 


Characters 

Msc | 

TrrRRY > high school actresses 

PaT 

JEFF 

Bos 

Miss PRINGLE, dramatic teacher 

Mr. Downy, driver of the school bus 

BEETLE 

BAUM 

Mr. FRANKLIN 

Mr. APPLETON 

Time: Halloween night. 

SerrinG: A living room in a deserted 
house. 

Ar Rise: Terry and Pat, in witches’ 
costumes, sit on floor before fireplace. 
Meza, also in witch’s costume, enters 
left. She stares around cautiously and 
approaches fireplace. 

Mra (Dramatically): When shall we 
meet again, in thunder, lightning or 
in rain? 

Terry (Looking up): When the hurly- 
burly’s done, when the battle’s lost 
and won. (Crash of thunder) 

Par (Overdramatic): That will be ere 
the set of sun. (Waves broomstick 
and lays it aside) 

Mra: Where will be the place? 

Terry: Upon the heath — 

Par (Overdramatic): There to meet 
with Macbeth. (Mre comes closer to 
fireplace, trips on Pat’s broomstick 
and almost falls.) 

Mra (Sharply): Oohh! (Regains bal- 
ance. JEFF enters right.) 


\ Halloween witches 
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Jerr: Cut! Meg, what are you trying 
to do — break your neck? 

Pat: Leave her alone, Jeff. It wasn’t 
her fault. (Jo Mma) You’re doing 
fine. 

JEFF (Gloomily): Yeah, fine! One more 
rehearsal and there won’t be a re- 
spectable witch who'll have anything 
to do with Macbeth. (Bos enters from 
left. To Bos) How is Mr. Dowdy 
making out with the bus? 

Bos: He’s giving the motor a going 
over now. Miss Pringle is helping 
him. 

Jerr: Miss Pringle? Boy, we’ll never 
get out of this place! Those two will 
ruin what was left of that old bus. 
We should have gone to Elkton this 
morning with the rest of the troupe. 

Terry (Rising): I think you’re terrible, 
Jeff. After all, we’re in this mess to- 
gether. 

Jerr: Mess is right! We should have 
been at Elkton High an hour ago to 
give this corny production of Mac- 
beth. Now our bus is broken down — 
it’s raining cats and dogs — and 
we’re marooned in this — (Waves 
hand) — this place! 

Pat (Rising): Well, I think we were 
lucky to find an empty house. 

Jerr: You’re an optimist, Pat. Mr. 
Dowdy probably has the crank case 
strewn all over the road, by now. 

Terry: I hope he fixes it soon. This 
house is giving me the creeps. (Crash 
of thunder) And it would have to 





rain! Oh, I can’t imagine spending 
the night here! 

Pat: You both make me sick, Terry! 
I know a lot of people who’d love 
this house. 

Jerr: Yeah — Boris Karloff would go 
for it in a big way! (Places suitcase 
end-up and sits) 

Bos: It’s been tough for everybody. 

Jerr (Sighing): My mother didn’t tell 
me there’d be nights like this when I 
signed up as stage director for 
Hamilton High. 

Bos: Why don’t you get the bus run- 
ning if you’re in such a hurry to get 
away? 

Jerr: That bus? That old school relic 
should have been sent to Smith- 
sonian years ago! (Miss PRINGLE 
enters left. She carries a box contain- 
ing coffee, coffee utensils. An Indian 
blanket is thrown over her arm.) 


Miss Princie: Is someone talking 
about me? 

Maze (Anziously): Has Mr. Dowdy got 
the bus running yet, Miss Pringle? 
Miss PrInNGLE: No, but he’s making 

progress. (Jerr shakes head sadly.) I 


have a surprise, though. (Displays 
box and blanket) I found a can of 
coffee in back of the bus. Now, if we 
can build a fire in that kitchen stove, 
we'll have a nice cup. And I have a 
blanket, too! It’s not very warm in 
here. 

Jerr: I’ll make the coffee on one condi- 
tion. You girls will have to change 
out of those witches’ costumes. This 
place is bad enough. (Shivers) 

Terry: C’mon, Pat. We’ll change in- 
side. 

Pat: O.K. We'll meet you in the 
kitchen to get that coffee started, 
Miss Pringle. 


Terry (Thoughtfully): Wait a minute! 
The water may be shut off. 

Jerr: What water? This house was 
built when plumbing was an archi- 
tect’s pipe dream. I saw a well out 
in back, though. Now, if someone 
will brave the storm and draw a 
pail . . . (Terry and Part look at 
JEFF and each one takes his arm. 
JEFF rises and sighs heavily.) O.K. 
O.K. I’m elected. (Miss Prineze, 
Terry, Part and Jerr exit right.) 

Bos: Aren’t you going to change, 
Meg? 

Mea: No — I wanted to speak to you 
about something, Bob. 

Bos (Smiling): It’s always nice to talk 
to you. 

Mee: I’m serious — and I’m terribly 
frightened. 

Bos: Well, this old place isn’t exactly 
the pause that refreshes. 

Mec: It’s more than that. Why did 
your bus have to break down in this 
exact spot? Why did we have to 
come here? 

Bos: Hey! You sound like Jeff. This 
house is keeping us dry. 

Mec: I know that but — Oh, it’s too 
simple, too prearranged. (Suddenly) 
I’m sure that someone — something 
wanted us to be in this house to- 
night! 

Bos: Take it easy! Just because it’s 
Halloween doesn’t mean that you 
should talk like someone who just 
drank a double witch’s brew! 

Mee: Maybe I’m wrong — but I don’t 
want to be left alone! I want to stay 
with you. The others are jittery, 
too. They know that something’s 
wrong! 

Bos: Something is wrong. Our bus 
has broken down, but Mr. Dowdy’ll 





fix it and we’ll soon be on our way to 
Elkton High. 

Mec: If I could only be sure... 

Bos: By the way, I left the script in 
the dining room. I want to check 
the props in that last scene. Pull up 
a suitcase and sit down. I’ll be back 
in a minute. 

Mera (Loudly): You’re not going to 
leave me here alone! 

Bos: Don’t be like that. (T'witches her 
chin, smiles and exits right. Thunder 
crashes off-stage and Mu sits on sutt- 
case at fireplace. Mr. Downy enters 
left. He carries a monkey wrench and 
it is obvious that he has been repairing 
a motor. Mua does not see him. He 
approaches fireplace and drops monkey 
wrench. It clatters heavily to floor. 
MEG jumps up, startled.) 

Maa: Mr. Dowdy! 

Mr. Dowpy (Slow drawl): Hope I 
didn’t frighten you, Miss. 

Mea: Oh, no! (Anaiously) Is the bus 
ready? 

Mr. Downy (Reflectively): Now, that’s 
an interesting question. The way it 
looks to me, the carburator is turn- 
ing over badly and the generator 
might ... 

Mere (Impatiently): I don’t understand 
those things. I just wanted to know 
whether the bus was running. 

Mr. Dowpy (Reflectively): Well, now— 
as long as you don’t want tobother 
with details, I can answer your ques- 
tion simply. (Pulls at chin) What 
was the question? 

Mra (Impatienily): Is the bus fixed? 
(Mr. Downy shifts from one leg to 
the other, tugs at his chin, and places 
his hands heavily in his pockets.) 

Mr. Downy (Slowly): No! (Mze sighs 
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and sits on suitcase.) 
there’s life there’s hope! 

Mec: If we don’t get out of here soon, 
I won’t have either! (Mr. Dowpy 
shuffles across stage and exits right. 
Thunder crashes again and a baying 
animal is heard off-stage. BrerLEe and 
Baum enter left. Hach carries a 
broomstick. They converse quietly, 
point towards Mure and each nods her 
head in assent. They walk upstage 
center to Mua, who looks up suddenly.) 

Me (Angrily): Terry! Pat! I thought 
Jeff asked you to get rid of those 
costumes! (BEETLE and Baum look 
at each other. BEETLE taps temple and 
shakes head.) Oh, I’ve had enough 
of your nonsense! I’m going to the 
kitchen. 

BEETLE: Don’t you like our company, 
dearie? (Mua turns suddenly.) 

Mee: Terry! You’re catching cold! 
Your voice sounds terrible. 

Baum (To Brxtze): I told you I didn’t 
think she was quite right! 

Msc: Pat, if this is your idea of a joke 
— (Suddenly) What happened to 
you, anyway? You seem inches 
taller. 

Baum (Proudly): This is a special oc- 
casion. It’s Halloween! I’m wearing 
my wedgies tonight! 

Mze (Slowly): You— you sound so 
different. 

Bavm: I’ve sounded the same way for 
almost — (Pauses meditatively) — 
Now, let me see — Oh, yes! Foral- 
most one hundred years! 

Maze (Slowly): One hundred years? 

Baum: Well, ninety-eight, anyway. 

Mec: Who — who are you? 

BEETLE: Let me introduce ourselves, 
My sister rambles on so. I’m Beetle. 


But where 





(Points to Baum) And this —is 
Baum! 

Mec: Beetle? Baum? 

BEETLE: Oh, I will admit it sounds 
rather foolish. People give witches 
ridiculous names, don’t you think? 
I’d much prefer to be called Hor- 
tense! 

Baum (Strutting proudly): And I'd 
make a perfect Cynthia! 

Mec: What— what are you doing 
here? 

BEETLE (Jndignantly): I think I should 
ask you that question. This is our 
home! 

Bavm: It was our home, dear Sister. 

Mec: You lived here? 

Beet.Le: Of course! Why, I know 
every nook and cranny of the house. 

Baum (Quickly): We always haunt this 
place. It makes it so much easier 
when one knows the place he’s 


haunting! 
Mea (Loudly): I—I can’t believe it! 
You! Witches! Oh, no! And you 


look so strange! And—and you 
walk so strangely! 

BEetLe (Waving broomstick): If a 
broomstick was your chief mode of 
transportation, you’d walk strangely, 
too! (Points to suitcases) Well, aren’t 
you going to ask us to sit down? 
(Mutely, Muna turns up three sutt- 
cases.) 

Baum: Not for me, dearie. After that 
dreadful ride in the storm, I doubt 
whether I’ll ever sit again. 

BEETLE: Stop complaining! Why, to 
hear you talk a person wouldn’t 
think you were only ninety-eight 
years old. 

Mec: Why — why did you come here? 

BEETLE: We wanted to see you. (MEG 


begins to speak again but Bretie 
waves her impatiently aside.) And 
please stop asking questions. 

Baum (Grinning): We knew you’d be 
here. We wanted you to stay here. 
That’s why we tinkered with the bus 
engine. 

Merc: You were responsible for the 
breakdown? 

BretLe (Proudly): Of course! I can 
do wonders with a hat pin! 

Mea: Why did you want me? 

Baum: We need your help, dearie. 

Maze: I — I don’t understand. 

BEETLE: In a little while, two men 
will come to this house. Mr. Frank- 
lin and Mr. Appleton. 

Mec: Franklin? Appleton? 

Baum: Yes. They’re our great-great- 
great-great-great nephews. 

BEETLE (Glumly): I have my doubts 
about their greatness. But one 
thing is certain. One of them wants 
to steal our treasure. 

Mec: Treasure? 

BEETLE (Jmpatiently): Yes, yes, treas- 
ure! Don’t you know that all these 
old houses have treasures? 

Baum: We have a great deal of money 
in the... 

BeetLe: Baum! You promised not to 
tell. Oh, I don’t know what I’m 
going to do with this sister of mine. 

Mec: But I still don’t know why you 
wanted me to be here. 

BretLe: We decided that you are an 
intelligent girl— even though you 
do a horrible job with Macbeth. 
(Shudders distastefully) 

Baum: We have appointed you to de- 
cide which nephew should have the 
treasure. 


Mec: That’s unfair. I don’t know 





these men. How can I decide? 

BeetLE: You'll be able to tell easily 
enough. One of the men has stolen a 
map that Baum made of the treas- 
ure room. Oh, you may be sure that 
he wants the money for a no-good 
purpose. Anyone who would steal 
.. « (Clucks) 

Baum: The other nephew deserves it, 
though. We’d like to see him enjoy 
the treasure! 

Mec: Which nephew? 

BEETLE: That’s up to you to find out. 
One of the men is coming here with 
evil purposes. It’s your duty to 


keep the treasure from him! 

Baum: That’s why we tinkered with 
the bus. That’s why we wanted you 
to be here tonight! 

Mea (Rubbing head): This can’t be 
happening to me! It isn’t possible! 
(To Wrrcues) Aren’t you afraid 


that the others will see you? 

BreetLe: No one can see us. 

Baum (Tittering): We only appear to 
those whom we want to see us. 
(Pauses meditatively) Is whom cor- 
rect, Sister? 

BreetLE: We haven’t time for a gram- 
mar lesson now. (7'o Mra) I want 
you to be here when the men arrive. 
I want you to study them — and 
never let them out of your sight! I 
want you to search their suitcases, 
their coats. 

Baum (Ezcitedly): Yes, and when you 
find the man who has the treasure 
map, you'll know that he is not de- 
serving of the money! 

Mea: How can I stop him from taking 
it? (BEETLE opens cloak and pro- 
duces long hat pin.) If he’s already 
stolen the map, he’ll stop at nothing 
to get the treasure. 
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BEETLE (Waving hat pin): Nothing will 
happen to you. We'll see to that. If 
our ambitious nephew steps out of 
line, we’ll deal with him. 

Baum: Yes, we’ll be very close and no 
one will be able to see us. (Ttttering) 
Oh, isn’t this exciting, Beetle? I feel 
just like a little girl again. 

BEETLE: You were always a most dis- 
tasteful little girl—and I wish 
you'd be still! 

Mea: But. . . (Gestures helplessly but 
BEETLE and Baum retreat into the 
shadows and exit left. Mua sits on 
suitcase and meditates. Suddenly she 
rises.) Oooh! (Mra rushes to exit 
right and crashes headlong into Bos 
who enters carrying a script.) 

Bos: Where’s the fire? 

Mec (Breathlessly): Where did they 
go? 

Bos: Who? 

Mec: Those — those whatever they 
were. Beetle! Baum! 

Bos: Take it easy! 

Mec: Oh, they were here, Bob! I saw 
them. I spoke to them? 

Bos: Who? 

Mec: Stop sounding like an owl and 
listen to me! The witches were here! 

Bos: Are you sure you feel all right? 

Mec: I feel wonderful — I mean, I feel 
terrible! Oh, you don’t understand. 
(Bos places hand on Muca’s fore- 
head.) 

Bos: Nope. Temperature normal. 

Mec: There’s nothing wrong with me. 
I told you that two witches were 
here. 

Bos (Nodding head): Yep! This some- 
times happens to people who play in 
too many performances of Macbeth. 

Mec: Please be serious! They wanted 
my help. 





Bos: Your help? 

Mea: Yes — they wanted me to pro- 
tect their treasure! (Bos leads Mra 
to fireplace and she sits on suitcase.) 

Bos: I’ll get you a little coffee and 
maybe you'll forget all this. 

Mec: Please! Two men are coming to 
this house tonight. One of them 
wants to steal the witches’ treasure. 
The witches want me to protect it 
and give it to the other man. Oh, 
don’t you understand? 

Bos: Frankly, no. 

Mec: Believe me... 

Bos: I said I’d get you some coffee. 

Mes: I’m telling you that two men 
are coming here. 

Bos (Quickly): Two men in nice, white 
jackets will be coming here if you 
don’t take it easy. 

Maze (Rising): But, it’s the truth! 
(JEFF enters right.) 

Jerr: What’s up, kid? 

Bos: Meg imagined that she met two 
witches. 

Jerr (Sadly): As bad as that? She 
was a nice girl, too. 

Mee (Angrily): I think you’re both 
horrible. I know two men are coming 
here tonight. One of them has stolen 
the witches’ map and now he’ll try 
to steal the treasure. 

Jerr: Whew! You certainly need some 
coffee. On second thought, I’d bet- 
ter get some myself! (zits right.) 

Bos: You can’t believe this nonsense! 

Mze: It’s the truth! 

Bos: Do you really think that someone 
is going to trouble himself to come to 
this place in this storm? 

Mec: Wouldn’t you come—for a 
witch’s treasure? 

Bos: Oh, brother! Why, in a minute 


you'll have me believing that some- 
one is knocking on the door and .. . 
(Sharp rap on door left.) 

Mea (Nodding defiantly): I told you 
so! (Bos ezits left and returns with 
FRANKLIN. FRANKLIN ts a@ pleasant 
young man carrying a suitcase. His 
coat is drenched.) 

FRANKLIN: I thought my eyes were 
playing tricks on me when I saw the 
lamp light flickering through the 
window. This place is supposed to 
be deserted. 

Bos: Supposed to be is right! 

FRANKLIN: My nameis... 

Mee (Quickly): Appleton! 

FRANKLIN: Appleton? (Smiling) No, 
my name is Franklin. Why did you 
think my name was Appleton? 

Mec: It doesn’t matter. You wouldn’t 
believe it, anyway. No one believes 
it. (Mxe glares at Bos, who grins 
uncomfortably.) 

Bos: We’re stranded here in the storm. 
We hope to be on our way in a little 
while. 

FRANKLIN: I guess I’m here for the 
same reason. Boy, it certainly is 
coming down. 

Maze (Slowly): Are you sure that’s why 
you’re here? Didn’t you come for 
... another reason? 

FRANKLIN: Another reason? 

Bos (Interrupting): You’ll have to for- 
give my friend. She’s a little upset. 

FRANKLIN: Yes, I can see that. 

Bos: You’d better get rid of that wet 
coat. You can leave it in the other 
room. There’s fresh coffee out in 
‘the kitchen. 

FRANKLIN: That’s the best news I’ve 
heard all day. I'll see you later. 
(Exits right) 





Mnae (T'riumphantly): You see? I was 
right! He came to this house! 

Bos: Coincidence. 

Mea: How can anyone be so obstinate? 

Bos: I still don’t believe that witch 
stuff. 

BEETLE (Voice off-stage): He is a very 
obstinate man, dearie! 

Muze (Answering): No one wants to be- 
lieve me. 

Bos: Did you say something? 

Mere (Quickly): Oh, no — no! 

Bos: I could swear you said something. 
Meza (Slowly): You — you didn’t hear 
anyone else’s voice? 
Bos: Of course not. 
wearily on suitcase. ) 
Mea: Then it’s worse than I thought! 
Bos: Mr. Franklin probably thinks 
you’re a fugitive from a straight 

jacket! 

Mea: I don’t care what he thinks! I’m 
telling you . . . (Sharp rap on door 
left.) 

Bos (Scratching head): I don’t know 
what this. is all about — but here 
goes! (Hzits left. Returns with Ap- 
PLETON. APPLETON regards Bos and 
Me strangely and walks to fireplace.) 

APPLETON (Cautiously): What are you 
two doing here? 

Bos: It seems to be a public place. 
Times Square never did a more rush- 
ing business! 

APPLETON (Startled): There are others? 

Bos: Oh, yes. 

Mec: How did you get here, Mr. 
Appleton? (AppLEeTon stares at 
Mxa.) 

AppLeTton: How did you know my 
name? 

Mra: Oh — Oh, didn’t you tell me? 

AppLeToN: I never tell strangers my 
name. 


(Mra sinks 


Mee: Well...I... 

Bos (Quickly): Maybe she met you 
some place before. 

APPLETON: That isn’t likely. 

Bos: What difference does it make? 
We’re all in the same boat and we 
might as well try to get along until 
the storm breaks. 

APPLETON: I don’t get along well with 
— strangers! (Hzits right.) 

Bos: Now, there’s a cheerful sort. 

Mea: Oh, Bob! Everything is happen- 
ing just as the witches told me. 
Those two men are here! 

Bos: Yeah, it’s more than I can under- 
stand. 

Mge: Please believe — and help me. 

Bos: What can I do? 

Mase: One of those men is after the 
treasure. We must stop him. 

Bos: But we don’t even know which 
one has the map. 

Mee: I have to find it. 

Bos: It’s risky business. 

Maza: Get both of them to stay in here. 
I can search their coats! 

Bos: Well, I don’t know... 

Mee: Help me, Bob! 

Bos (Relenting): Well, maybe . . . 
(Suddenly) No! I won’t let you talk 
me into this! The whole business is 
crazy. I don’t know how you knew 
the men were coming here or where 
you learned their names. Witches! 
Treasure! I won’t let you get hurt. 

Mee (Defiantly): Very well! Ill search 
myself. You don’t have to help me! 
(Turns to exit right) 

Bos: Meg... 

Mee: And you'll be sorry if anything 
happens to me. (Confidentially) I 
don’t like that Mr. Appleton. I’m 
going to search his coat first! (Jmrr, 





Miss PrinGLE and Mr. Dowpy enter 
right.) 

Jerr: There are two guys here. This 
place is jumping. 

Bos (Nodding): In more ways than 
one. 

Mec (Huffily): I won’t bother you any 
more! (Exits right) 

Jerr: And Meg is acting balmy. 

Bos (70 Mr. Downy): We have to get 
that bus running. We have to get 
out of this place — and fast! 

Mr. Dowpy: Well, now, that presents 
a problem. I have to give this a 
whole lot of thought. (Szts on lug- 
gage and cups hands) 

Miss Prince: Mr. Dowdy! 
exasperating! 

Mr. Dowpy: Patience, Miss Pringle. 

Miss Prince (Impatiently): Oh! I'd 
like to fix that bus myself! (Ezztts left. 
Mr. Dowpy stands, hitches trousers, 
and saunters slowly after her.) 

Jerr: By the time Dowdy gets to fix- 
ing that bus, the automobile will be 
a thing of the past! (Regards Bos) 
What’s the matter with you, boy? 

Bos: I’m worried about Meg. 

Jerr: Yes, she hasn’t been herself. 
(Enter from right Terry and Pat, in 
street clothes and carrying suitcases.) 

Terry: What’s the matter with Meg? 
Those two fellows are out in the 
kitchen having coffee and she’s 
snooping around in the dining room 
very mysteriously. 

Bos: The dining room? 

Pat: Yes, it almost looked as though 
she were searching their coats. 

Bos (Slapping forehead): Oh, no! 

Pat: Oh, yes! And I wouldn’t want 
that Appleton to find me going 


You’re 


through his things. 
one. 

Bos: I have to stop her. (Exits right) 

Jerr (Motioning toward suitcases): 
Where are you Sarah Bernhardts 
going? 

Terry: We’re not going to stay here 
another minute! 

Par: I’ve had enough of this place, 
thank you! 

Jerr (Mocking): What’s wrong? This 
place is beginning to grow on me. 
Terry: Well, it will look a good deal 
better than that thing you call a 
head, Jeff Ashton! Do you think 
we’re going to stay and be murdered? 

Part: It’s that dreadful Mr. Appleton! 

Jerr: He’s a little strange. 

Terry: That’s putting it mildly. Why, 
the way he looked at everyone in the 
kitchen, I’m sure he was sizing us up 
for a noose! 

Jerr: We’re intruders, too. 

Pat: He’s not a regular traveler. He 
didn’t have any luggage. 

Terry: No, he’s here on mysterious 
business. 

Jerr: It’s a long walk to Elkton High, 
girls. 

Pat: We'll wait in the bus. 

Terry: And if you have any sense, 
you'll leave, too! (Pat and TrrRry 
exit left.) 

Jerr (Half-aloud): Those silly girls! 
As though there was anything in 
this house to frighten them! (Thun- 
der crashes. JEFF jumps with fright.) 
Hey! For Pete’s sake — wait for 
me! (Jerr exits left. Bos and Mrc 
enter right. BoB appears very angry 
and Mra is quite excited. She waves 
a large piece of paper.) 

Bos: Meg, I’ve had enough! You're 


He’s a funny 





going to wait in the bus with the 
others. 

Mea: But Bob... 

Bor: Not another word. You’ve upset 
everyone and now you’re a nervous 
wreck, yourself. 

Mea: Bob... 

Bos: And snooping around those 
strangers’ clothes! Suppose they saw 
you? (Mra stamps foot impatiently.) 

Mea: Will you listen to me? 

Bos: I’ve had enough . . . 

Mra (Quickly): I found the map! I 
found the map! 

Bos (Helplessly): Here we go again! 

Mea: I have the witches’ treasure map! 

Bos (Disbelief): What? 

Mee: It was in his coat! 

Bos: Whose coat? 

Mec: That terrible man’s! 

Bos: If you’d only make sense . . . 

Mea (Quickly): I searched Appleton 
and Franklin’s coats while they were 
in the kitchen. It was in his pocket. 
(Opens map and hands it to Bos) 
There’s a secret room in the cellar. 
See? 

Bos (Studying map): You may have 
something. 

Mee: Of course, I’m right. I told you 
so all the time. 

Bos: That witch stuff is more than I 
can take. 

Mea: This is proof. 

Bos (Waving map): This is nothing! 
(Folds map and hands it to Mua) 
This could be a blueprint of any- 
one’s cellar. 

Mera: You don’t believe me? (Angrily) 
You still won’t believe .. . 

Bos: I think you’re a meddlesome 
little snoop and I suggest that you 
put that map — that blueprint — 
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back in the coat pocket. 

Mee (Despairing): Oh, Bob! 

Bos: Which man had the map, any- 
way? 

Mee: Mr. Appleton. I knew he was 
the culprit all the time. 

Bos: Culprit? You sound like a soap 
opera. 

Mea (Determined): I’m going to see 
this through. I can’t let Beetle and 
Baum down now. 

Baum (Off-stage): Tell him, girlie! 
(Chuckles) 

Mee (Answering): I'll tell him, all 
right! 

Bos (Slowly): Are you talking to your- 
self again? 

Mes: Oh, never mind! If you won’t 
help me, someone else will. I’m 
going to speak to Mr. Franklin about 
this whole thing. 

Bos: Franklin? That’s a laugh! He 
thinks you’re balmy. 

Mec: He won’t think that when I tell 
him about the witches’ treasure. It 
really belongs to him, you know. 
He’s the deserving great- great- 
great- great-.. . (Falters) nephew! 

Bos (Waving finger): Meg Allen! I’m 
going out to the kitchen to gather 
our coffee things — and you’re com- 
ing to the bus when I get back! 

Mea: No! 

Bos: We'll see about that! (Bos exits 
right. Mue quickly tucks map in fold 
of witch’s costume. BEETLE enters 
left.) 

Brette: You did a fine job, dearie. 

Mec: Oh, Beetle! You frightened me! 

BEETLE (Sadly): Witches are always 
frightening people. It’s most dis- 
concerting. 

Mee (Quickly): I—I have to stop 





Appleton. When he finds the map is 
missing from his coat, he'll ... 
(Shudders) 

BEETLE: Yes, I know. 

Mec: Oh, that stubborn Bob! He 
won’t help. He’s going to make me 
leave. 

BeEEtteE: Yes, I heard him threaten to 
take you away. 

Mec: What can I do? 
Where’s Baum? 

Bret .e: She’s out in the kitchen. She 
thought it might be wise to dissuade 
your young man from leaving too 
soon. (Loud crash and Bos’s shouts 
are heard off-stage. Clattering and 
general confusion off-stage follow. 
In a moment, Baum enters right, 
carrying a bundle of man’s clothes.) 

Mec (Worried): What happened? 

Baum (Smugly): I don’t think Bob will 
want to leave after all. 

Mec: You didn’t hurt him! 

Baum: Of course not. I merely helped 
him to decide to remain indoors for a 
little while. 

Mec: What did you do? 

Bavm: I borrowed his clothing! (Dis- 
plays coat and trousers) 

Mec: Oobh! 

BEETLE: Come, Baum, we must leave. 
(To Mzc) But we’ll be back. (Baum 
places Bos’s clothes on one of the 
suitcases and the two WitTcHES exit 
left. MurcG shakes head with bewilder- 
ment as APPLETON enters, unnoticed, 
right. He steps quickly forward and 
grips Mxa’s arm.) 

Mec (Turning): Mr. Appleton! 

AppLeTON: You have something that 
belongs to me. 

Mec (Smiling uneasily): What ever 
gave you that idea? 


(Suddenly) 


26 


Appleton: I saw you searching my 
coat while I was in the kitchen. 

Mec: Oh, no... 

AppLETON: The map is missing. 

Mac: Missing? 

APPLETON (Threatening): I want that 
map! 

Mec: I don’t know what you’re talking 
about. 

AppLeTon: You know what I mean. 
You’ve been against me since I got 
here. 

Mea (Surprised): Me? 

APPLETON: You knew my name. You 
knew I was coming here. 

Mags: Well, that’s hard to explain. 

App.LeTon (Loudly): I don’t want ex- 
planations! I want the map! 
(Tightens hold on Mxa’s arm) 

Mec: You’re hurting me! 

AppLeTton: I’m _ sorry — but you'll 
have to give up that map. 

Mee: No! (Tries to struggle free and 
breaks APPLETON’s grip. She runs 
toward left and APPLETON, after 
stumbling over suitcase, follows quickly. 
He catches her and spins her around. 
APPLETON stands with back to door 
left. A broomstick is waved from door 
and hits him on his head. APPLETON 
staggers oul. BrrerLe and Baum 
enter left. Brrt.e still brandishes her 
broomstick.) 

BEETLE: I knew this wretched broom- 
stick would be good for something 
else besides flying. 

Mesa: You saved my life! 

BeetLte (Chuckling): I haven’t had 
such exciting fun in years. 

Baum: And I have the next turn! 

Mee (Quickly): I'll have to find Mr. 
Franklin and give him the map. The 
treasure belongs to him. 





BEETLE (Sighing): Yes, we finally 
found the nephew worthy of our 
treasure. 

Baum (Sadly, to Berrie): Must we 
leave now? 

BEETLE (Nodding): In a little while. 
(BEETLE bows towards Mua and exits 
with Baum left. FRANKLIN, very 
excited, enters right.) 

FRANKLIN (Quickly): Where is every- 
body? 

Mea (Turning): Mr. Franklin! 
wanted to see you. 

FRANKLIN: And I wanted to see you! 

Mea: Did you know there’s a valuable 
treasure in this house? 

FRANKLIN (Cautiously): Who told you 
about it? 

Mee: It doesn’t matter. The im- 
portant thing is the treasure is yours! 

FRANKLIN: Mine? 

Mere: Yes, Appleton came here for the 
treasure, but I took his map. 

FRANKLIN: You — you have the map? 

Mes: Yes. (Produces map and unfolds 
it. Hands.it to FRANKLIN) There’s 
the cellar and (Pointing) there’s the 
treasure room! (FRANKLIN studies 
map and breaks into raucous laugh- 
ter.) 

FRANKLIN (Laughing): I can’t believe 
it. 

Mea: But, it’s true. 

FRANKLIN: It’s too good to be true! 

Mea (Uneasily): Please, don’t laugh 
like that. Go find the treasure now. 
You have to believe me! (FRANKLIN 
stops laughing.) 

FRANKLIN: Is anyone else in the house? 

Mra: Why — why do you ask? 

FRANKLIN (Loudly): Is anyone here? 

Mra: N — no. 

FRANKLIN: Good! 
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Muze (Slowly): Please get the treasure. 
The map will show you the way. 

FRANKLIN: I don’t need the map! 
memorized every line of it! 

Mec: In that short time? 

FRANKLIN: That wasn’t the first time I 
saw the map. (Moves closer to Mra) 
I brought the map here to this 
house! 

Mec: You? 

FRANKLIN: Yes, I stole the map! 

Mes: That’s impossible! 

FRANKLIN: This map was in our family 
safe deposit vault for years. I got 
curious about it one day and I took 
it when I had the chance! 

Maze (Slowly): You stole the map! 

FRANKLIN: Yes. When I got here to- 
night, I wasn’t planning to meet 
that meddlesome Appleton. I left 
the map in my coat pocket and he 
probably took it and put it in his 
own. That’s why you found the map 
in his pocket! (Mua steps away.) 

Mea (Slowly): If —if you stole the 
map, then you don’t deserve the 
treasure! Oh, what a mistake I 
made! You are the nephew that 
Beetle and Baum warned me about! 

FRANKLIN: I don’t know what you’re 
talking about, but if you think I’m 
going to take the treasure, you’re so 
right! And there’s no one to stop 
me. No one! 

Mec: You can’t take the treasure! 

FRANKLIN: Yes I can —and no one 
will ever know. (Steps towards Mua) 
You won’t tell anyone! (Lunges at 
Msc but stops suddenly and grips his 
left shoulder and cries in pain) Oohh! 
(Grips his right shoulder) Oowww! 

Baum (Voice off-stage): That’s unfair, 
Sister. It was my turn! (After a 
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series of sharp cries of pain, FRANK- 
LIN staggers out left and re-enters with 
pail over head. He finally tugs pail 
loose and hurls it across stage.) 

FRANKLIN: W — What happened? 

Mec: I told you you couldn’t have the 
treasure! 

FRANKLIN: This place is bewitched! 

Maza: You’d better leave if you know 
what’s good for you. 

FRANKLIN: I’m going as loony as this 
house! 

Mee (Determined): The map, please! 
(FRANKLIN thrusts map at Msc. She 
folds it and places it in pocket of cos- 
tume.) And now, you’d better leave! 

FRANKLIN: Leave? Nothing could keep 
me in this place. I don’t want the 
treasure. I’m clearing out before I 
meet up with any more old witches! 

BEETLE (Voice off-stage): Old witches, 
is it? (FRANKLIN hollers loudly and 
grasps at seat of trousers. He dances 
in pain around stage and exits left; 
enter BEETLE and Baum. BEETLE 
proudly displays her hat pin, wipes tt 
on the sleeve of her cloak.) I always 
said there’s nothing like a hat pin! 

Baum (Offended): It was still my turn! 

Mec: I —I don’t know how to thank 
you. 

BretLe: You did us a great favor. If 
it weren’t for you, the treasure 
might have fallen into wrong hands. 
Poor Mr. Appleton! I hope his 
head won’t hurt where I was forced 
to hit him with the broomstick. 

Baum (Chuckling): One thing is cer- 
tain. Mr. Franklin’s head won’t 
hurt! 

Mec: But why did you come back? I 
thought you had left. 

Beret ze: It was Baum’s fault, as usual. 
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She forgot her broomstick. She left 
it in the hall. 

Mec: It was lucky for me. (Suddenly) 
But I have to give the map to Mr. 
Appleton. Oh, what he must think 
of me! 

BEETLE: He’ll be happy to get the 
treasure — and he deserves it. 
(Quickly) But we really must leave 
now. There’s a wonderful tail wind 
— ideal for flying! 

Baum: Goodbye, Meg. We hope to see 
you soon. 

Mea (Laughing): I hope to see you 
again, too—but not too soon! 
(BEETLE and Baum exit left. Ina 
moment APPLETON enters left. He 


walks unsteadily and he rubs his head. 
Mee leads him to suitcase where he 
sits.) 

Mec: I’m terribly sorry. 

AppLeTon (Shaking head): Oh, I de- 


served it, I guess. 

Mea: Well, you weren’t too sociable. 

APPLETON: Sociable? I knew that 
Franklin was here for the treasure. I 
thought that you were his partner! 

Mea: Me? 

APPLETON: What else could I believe. 
You knew my name. You knew I 
was coming here. Yes, I thought 
that Franklin had persuaded you to 
help him steal the treasure. But 
just now J saw him running for dear 
life, shouting, “I’m no match for 
that girl!” 

Mee (Smiling): And I thought you 
were the guilty person. 

AppLeton: I knew he had the map and 
I took it from his coat. I didn’t have 
time to find a better hiding place so I 
put it in my own! 

Mec: And I found it! 





AppLeton: I —I didn’t want to hurt 
you — but I wanted to get the map. 
When I found out that you had it — 
well, I was pretty sure that you were 
working with Franklin! 

Mea: We both made mistakes, but the 
map is yours! (Produces map and 
hands it to APPLETON) You’d better 
search that cellar now before some- 
one else barges in. 

APPLETON (Rising): Check! (Walks to 
exit right and turns) How — how did 
you manage that rap on the head? 
Why. you weren’t even near me. 

Mea (Smiling): We’ll call it a little 
black magic! (APPLETON shrugs and 
exits. Terry, Pat, Jerr, Miss 
PRINGLE and Mr. Dowpy enter left.) 

Terry: C’mon, Meg. The bus is run- 
ning. 

Pat: Mr. Dowdy fixed it. 

Miss Prineue (Indignantly): He did 


nothing of the kind. I practically 
fixed it myself! 


Mr. Downy (Unconcerned): 
Ma’am. 

Jerr: We have to step on it if we’re 
ever going to get to Elkton High. 
(Mue begins to pick up suitcases with 
Terry and Pat’s help.) Where’s 


Yes, 


Bob? (Mae suddenly drops suitcases.) 

Mxue (Horrified): Bob! (Glances at his 
clothes on the suitcase) Oh, I forgot! 
(Bos enters right. Miss PriInGuE’s 
Indian blanket is draped around him.) 

Bos (Angrily): Meg Allen! Wait’ll I 
get my hands on you! (He starts to 
shake fist at Mra but has to grab 
blanket quickly.) 

Mee: Control yourself, Bob. (Steps 
away) Everything is all right. The 
treasure belonged to Mr. Appleton 
and we routed Mr. Franklin. 

Bos (Threatening): I’m going to do a 
little routing of my own! (Sees clothes 
on suitcase and picks them up) 

Miss PRINGLE (Pointing to blanket): 
Why are you wearing that thing? 

Bos: If I weren’t wearing it, you’d 
probably faint! (Terry and Pat 
laugh.) 

Terry: Bob, you’re a natural! 

Pat: Yes, you’ll be great in our next 
play. 

Bos: Macbeth? 

Pat: No— HIAWATHA! (Everyone 
laughs and Bos, stone-faced at first, 
grins slightly, jinally laughs.) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


WHEN THE HuRLYBURLY’s DonE 

Characters: 5 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Witches’ capes and loafers or 
saddle shoes for Terry, Pat and Meg; 
Terry and Pat change later to modern dress. 
Complete witches’ costumes for Beetle and 
Baum, including hats, wigs, and make-up, 
and high-heeled wedgies for Baum. r. 
Dowdy wears a bus driver’s uniform; 
others wear everyday modern dress. Coats 
for Miss Pringle and Mr. Dowdy, for 
Franklin and Appleton when they enter, 
and for Terry Peg Pat when they walk out 
before the end. 
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Properties: Several suitcases, three broom- 
sticks, box containing coffee and coffee 
utensils, blanket, hat pin, map, pail, script, 
monkey wrench. 


Setting: Living room in a deserted house. 
There is a fireplace upstage center and an 
exit left leading to the outside. An exit 
right leads to the dining room and kitchen. 
A lighted oil lamp stands on a table down- 
stage center; suitcases around the fireplace 
serve as improvised chairs. 


ighting: If possinie, light should come chiefly 
rom the firepiace and the oil lamp, leaving 
the corners of the stage in shadows. 





Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Stars for Sale 


by Janice Auritt Oser 


Characters 
KinG UNIVERSE 
LaDy SPACE 
Lorp GALAXY 
Str CONSTELLATION 
Mr. Minky Way 
Miss So.tar SYSTEM 
2 CoMETS 
Betsy 
JOAN 

SertinG: Star Bazaar. 

At Rise: Mr. Miixy Way stands be- 
hind his booth at right under the 
“Milky Way, Inc.” sign, pasting 
stars on his “shares.”” Muss SoLar 
System sits behind her booth at left 
under the “Buy Your Planets Here’’ 
sign, cutting out and coloring planets. 
Str ConsTELLATION and Lorp GAL- 
AxyY hold booth with “Stars for Sale’’ 
sign on it as Lapy SPACE measures 
the distance between the other two 
booths. Kine UNIVERSE walks around 
supervising; Comets run back and 
forth clearing away scraps, etc. 

Lavy Space (Using tape measure): Let 
me see. The space has to be just 
right here. 

Sir ConsTELLATION: Please don’t be so 
fussy, Lady Space. I won’t have 
time to get my booth ready before 
the Earth people get here. 

Lapy Space: Just a minute, Sir Con- 
stellation. The universe has to be 


nice and orderly, doesn’t it King 
Universe? 

Kina Unrverse: That’s right, Lady 
Space. Everything in its proper 
place. 

Str ConsTELLATION: But I have to get 
all my constellations ready. You’d 
be surprised how many there are. 
There’s the Big Dipper and the Little 
Dipper and let me see now. . . . Oh 
yes!... Pegasus... 

Mr. Mitxy Way: You think that’s a 
lot. I couldn’t begin to name all the 
stars we have in our Milky Way. 

Str ConsTELLATION: Stars, Mr. Milky 
Way? I thought the Milky Way was 
just one bit white band of light, or 
something. 

Mr. Mirxy Way: Huh! You must be 
near-sighted. If you could see the 
Milky Way close up, you’d see that 
it’s made up of millions of stars — 
they only look from far away as if 
they’re run together. There are so 
many stars in the Milky Way that 
instead of trying to sell them one by 
one, we decided to set up a corpora- 
tion and sell shares in it. (Holding 
up share) This slip of paper is worth 
five hundred best quality Milky 
Way stars. 

Miss Sotar System: How can you 
bear to sell all those lovely stars, 
Mr. Milky Way? 
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Mr. Mitxy Way: Come now, Miss 
Solar System. This is no time to be 
sentimental. This is business! In 
business you have to be business- 
like. That’s how I got to be chair- 
man of the Board of Milky Way, 
Incorporated. I started as a mere 
office boy, you know... 

Lapy Space (Leaning over): Quick! 
I’ve got my finger on the very spot. 
Bring that end of the booth over 
here, Sir Constellation. 

Str CONSTELLATION: Well, thank 
heavens! I mean, thank you, Lady 
Space. (Moves booth with Lorp 
GaLaxy) I’ve got to get to work. I 
expect there’ll be quite a rush for the 
constellations. 

Mr. Mitxy Way: But in a few million 
years the constellations will be dif- 
ferent. A share in the Milky Way is 
a safer investment. 

Sir ConNSTELLATION: That may be, but 
I have some pretty constellations 
here. There’s one that looks like a 
swan — here; I’ll show you. (Rust- 
ling through charts) Now, which star 
map should I use? I think the one 
for 9:30 this evening will be best. 

Miss Sotar System: Do you mean you 
have different star maps for differ- 
ent times? Do the stars move? 

Kine Untverse: You ought to know 
better than that, Miss Solar System. 
Because the Earth keeps turning 
around while it moves around the 
sun (Makes circling motion with 
finger while moving arm) the people 
on Earth think the stars are moving 
across the sky. It’s the Earth that’s 
moving, but the Earth people never 
seem to realize that. 

Sir ConsTELLATION: And so what star 








map they should use depends on 

where they are on Earth and when. 
(Holds up chart) Tonight at 9:30 the 
sky will look to the people of North 
America like this. 

Lavy Space: But there are lines on 
that chart. There are no lines going 
through space among the stars. 

Smr ConsTeLLATiIon: No, the lines are 
just drawn in on the map. Finding 
the constellations is like drawing 
pictures in the sky. You can pre- 
tend to draw lines between the stars 
with your finger and with some stars 
you'll get something that looks like a 
Big Dipper. And then there’s the 
Little Dipper and Pegasus and 
Aquarius... (lst Comer brushes by 
Miss Souar System’s booth.) 

Miss Souar System: Watch out! You 
comets always look as if you’re going 
to bump into my planets, tearing 
around the way you do. 

Lapy Space: Don’t mind him, Miss So- 
lar System. Hé’s got rocks in his head. 

lst Comet (Scratching his head): So I 
do. Pieces of rock and iron. 

Miss Souar System: Hmph! I thought 
comets were big. You look pretty 
small to me. 

lst Comer: We are! We’re huge! 
(Weakly) But I’m the best they 
could get today. 

Kine Universe: Never mind, Comet, 
you’ve been a big help today. 

Miss Sonar System: Just be careful of 
my planets. 

2np Comet: Why are they your planets, 
Miss Solar System? 

Miss Soiar System: Well, because 

that’s what the Solar System is — 

the sun and all the planets that go 
around it. 


Mr. Mirxy Way: All the planets! 
Why, there are hardly any of them! 
Nine planets is a pretty small num- 
ber when you think of all the stars 
in the sky. You won’t make much 
money today. 

Miss Souar System: Yes, I will, be- 
cause I’m going to charge extra for 
them. After all, the people on Earth 
might actually be able to travel to 
Mars some day; and even the far- 
thest planet is closer to them than 
the nearest constellation. And the 
Milky Way! That’s so far away that 
they can’t even see the stars in it! 

Mr. Mitxy Way: But I’m giving them 
such a bargain! Five hundred first 
quality Milky Way stars for a 
quarter. That’s enough stars to wish 
on for almost two years. 

Miss Souar Sysrem: Stars are very 
fine, but what little boy could resist 
an exciting planet like Mars? (Holds 
up red planet) It actually looks red 
— it’s named for the Roman god 
of war, you know. 

2np Comet (Fingering planet): I like 
Jupiter. That’s the biggest planet, 
and it’s named for the king of the 
gods. 

Miss Soiar System: Get away from 
my planets! And then, Mr. Milky 
Way, there’s Mercury, that cute 
little planet that gets around the 
sun so fast. (May hold up each planet, 
etc., as she mentions it.) 

Str CONSTELLATION: Aw, it doesn’t 
move so fast. It’s just that it’s the 
closest to the sun and it doesn’t have 
as far to go. 

Miss Sonar System: And I’m sure the 
girls will love Saturn. Saturn has 
three beautiful rings going around 


it— and you know how girls love 
jewelry. 

Mr. Mitxy Way: What about those 
dark planets? They’re creepy! 

Miss Souar System: You mean Uranus 
and Neptune and Pluto. They are 
rather cold and dark, since they’re so 
far away from the sun. But some 
people prefer a cold climate. 

Mr. Miixy Way: Not that cold! No 
human being could live on those 
planets. 

Miss Soar System: Well, I could sell 
them at half-price. I could more 
than make up for them with Venus. 
Venus — that’s a lovely planet. She 
wears a veil of clouds, and she’s 
named for the most beautiful of the 
goddesses, the goddess of love. I 
really hate to part with Venus. 

Str CONSTELLATION: Aw, it’s only a 
planet. Planets aren’t much good — 
they have to get all their heat and 
light from the stars. 

Miss Soutar System: But I have a 
star, too—a very important star: 
the sun. The sun is the center of the 
whole solar system. Why, it ought 
to be the star attraction, today. 

Str ConsTELLATION: The sun is just 
another star, as far as I’m concerned 
—and not a very big one, at that. 
Some of my stars may have planets 
going around them, too, only they’d 
be so far away you couldn’t see them. 
Yours may not be the only solar 
system! 

Mr. Mitxy Way: Aha! There’s noth- 
ing like a little competition. It’s 
good for business. 

Miss Soar System: Well, I ought to 
do a good business in moons today. 
Your stars may be rather nice to 
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look at, Sir Constellation, but who 
wouldn’t want to buy a lovely silvery 
moon? 
Sir CONSTELLATION: Moons? I thought 
there was only one. 
iss SotaR System: You sound just 
like a human being. The Earth isn’t 
the only planet that has a moon — 
in fact, most planets have more than 
one. Some don’t have any, but 
Jupiter has twelve moons going 
around it. 
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) Str CONSTELLATION: Oh, moons aren’t 


any better than planets, anyway. 
A moon gets its light from a star, too. 


_Miss Sotar System: That’s true — 


the moons get their light from my 
star: the sun. But the people on 
Earth are always talking about trips 
to the moon. The Earth’s moon is 
its nearest neighbor; it’s only a 
quarter of a million miles away. 

Sir CONSTELLATION: Well, they’ll be 
disappointed if they ever get there. 
They won’t find any green cheese 
on it. 

Lorp GALAxy: Let’s have no quarrel- 
ing here. Remember, it’s all for the 
good of the galaxy. 

Miss Souar System: The galaxy? 

Lorp GALAxy: You are self-centered, 
Miss Solar System. Don’t you know 
that your solar system and Sir 
Constellation’s stars and Mr. Milky 
Way’s Milky Way all belong to my 
galaxy? 

Mr. Mitxy Way: The Milky Way 
Galaxy, if you please, Lord Galaxy. 

Lorp GauLaxy: That’s right, Mr. 
Milky Way. Our galaxy is called 
the Milky Way Galaxy; in fact, the 
word “galaxy” comes from a Greek 
word meaning “milk.”” You might 
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say, Miss Solar System, that the 
galaxy you and Sir Constellation 
and: Mr. Milky Way belong to is a 
sort of city of stars. 

Miss Sonar System: And planets. 

korp Gauaxy: Of heavenly bodies, 
then. 

Kine Universe: And remember, Lord 
Galaxy, there are other star cities in 
the universe besides your Milky 
Way Galaxy — lots of them. 

Mr. Mirxy Way (Rubbing hands): 
Sounds like the business possibilities 
are unlimited. 

Miss Souar System: Do you suppose 
there are planets in the other galaxies, 
King Universe? I do hate to part 
with mine. 

Kine Univrrse: There may be. As 
Mr. Milky Way says, the possi- 
bilities are unlimited! (Enter Bersy 
and Joan, carrying school books.) 

Betsy (Stopping short): My stars! 

Mr. Mirxy Way: Stars? Did I hear 
someone say stars? Here they are, 
millions of them. Get your stars 
here, five hundred first quality 
Milky Way stars for a quarter. 

Joan: What in the world is going on? 

Lorp Gataxy: Nothing in the world. 
We're out of this world. We're 
selling the stars. 

Miss Sonar System: And planets. 

Betsy: Have you gone loony? (T7'o 
Lapy Space) What’s that strange 
get-up you’re wearing, Ellen? 

Lapy Space: Lady Space, if you please. 

Joan (To Kine Universe): And what 
are you trying to be, Jimmy? 

Kina Universe: Me? Why, I’m King 
of the Universe. 

Joan: King of the Universe! Getting 
elected class president must have 








gone to your head. 

Lapy Space: Haven’t you heard about 
the Star Bazaar? We’re going to sell 
the stars to raise money for tele- 
scopes. 

Betsy: Telescopes? 

Lorp Gauaxy: You know, those things 
you look at the stars with. 

Lapy Space: When we started to study 
the stars, we organized our class into 
a Star-Gazers’ Club, and when we’ve 
bought the school some telescopes, 
we're going to go out at night and 
look at the stars with them. 

Kinc Universe: We'll sell stars at the 
meeting of the Parent-Teachers’ 
Association this afternoon. 

Lorp GaLaxy: We'll put the names of 


the people who buy them on the 
stars, and Miss Randall’s going to 
have them pasted on the ceiling of 
the gym — in their right places, and 
all. 

Lapy Space: The seniors are going to 
use them for the decorations for 
their dance. 

Miss Sonar System: I hope my mother 
buys Venus. I’ll ask her to put my 
name on it. 


2np Comet (At door): Here they come. «> 


Get ready. (Shouts) Stars for Sale! 
Buy your planets here! (Others join 
in.) Who wants to buy Mars? (Eic. 
Curtain) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Srars FOR SALE 

Characters: 6 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Betsy and Joan wear everyday 
dress and carry schoolbooks. The others 
wear varied costumes suggestive of the 
heavens. Lady Space may wear a long, 
solid black cape and a high pointed black 
hat. King Universe should wear a crown 
and a royal robe decorated with stars. Lord 
Galaxy’s hat should be a skull cap with a 
wide round brim; the galaxy theme may be 
repeated on his robe. Sir Constellation may 
wear a short cape, long trousers and a 
weirdly shaped hat decorated with signs of 
the Zodiac and other familiar constellations. 
Miss Solar System’s hat should represent 
the sun and pictures of the planets, showing 
them in appropriate colors, sizes and posi- 
tions, should run diagonai'y across her 
gown. Mr. Milky Way’s costume is an odd 
combination of a business suit and stars. 


The Comets should have capes that trail 
out far behind them. 


Properties: Gummed stars and “shares” for 
Mr. Milky Way; scissors, crayons, “sun,” 
“moon’’ and “planets” for Miss Solar Sys- 
tem; tape measure; star charts. 


Setting: Sign on booth at right reads “Milky 
Way, Inc.” The booth may be decorated 
with stars and sales charts and pin-pointed 
maps appropriate for a corporation. The 
booth at left carries a “Buy Your Planets 
Here”’ sign and should have a solar system 
theme. The “Stars for Sale” booth, deco- 
rated with pictures of the constellations, 
should be easy to move and is out of place 
at first towards the front of the stage. 
Scraps from the decorations lie on the floor. 

Lighting: An eerie blue light would be effective 
throughout the play until Betsy and Joan 
enter, when they may “swi on” the 
lights. 
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The Greedy Goblin 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
Mr. Strupg1, baker 
Mr. WHITMAN, city detective 
Mrs. WuitTMan, his wife 
JASPER WHITMAN, their son 
Jor HAWKINS 
JERRY AMES 
KarREN KELLER 
Betsy Bryan 

_ Tae Greepy GoBLin 

Sertine: Living room of the Whitman 
home, the evening before Halloween. 

At Rise: Mr. WuitMan is talking with 
Mr. Struper. JasPpER WHITMAN 
listens to them as he looks at the eve- 
ning paper. 

Mr. StrupE.: I’m telling of you, Mr. 
Vhitman, this is — how you say — 
der last straw! Der straw vot is 
breaking mit der back of der camel, 
und I am dot camel! More I cannot 
stand! Five hundred pies I bake this 
day, und how many get stolen from 
off der vagon und from off der 
shelves? You I am asking, Mr. 
Vhitman. How many you tink? 

Mr. Wuitman: Well, Charlie, it’s a 
safe bet I can hit the nail right on 
the head. You tell me how many of 
those pies were pumpkin custards, 
and I’ll tell you how many were 
stolen. 

Mr. Srrupet: Four hundred fifty 
pumpkin custards I bake on special 
orders for Halloween! 

Mr. Wurman: Then four hundred 
fifty pies were stolen! It’s the same 


students 


story! No pumpkin pie is safe in this 
whole town! 

Mr. Strupeu: Und now I am asking 
vy you do not catch up mit der gang 
vot iss stealing der pies! Vot are 
you, a city detecatif or a willage 
blacksmith? 

Mr. Wuitman: Don’t worry, Charlie. 
We’re doing all we can do. Go on 
back to your bakery and try to keep 
up your steam. We’re bound to 
break this case in another 12 hours. 
(Phone rings and Mrs. WHITMAN 
comes in and answers it.) 

Mr. StrupEv: Twelf more hours und I 
vill be a broken man! 

Mrs. Wuirman (Ai phone): Yes, he’s 
here. Oh, that’s too bad! Yes, I’ll 
tell him right away. (Hangs up) Mr. 
Strudel, that was your wife. She 
wants you to come home right away. 
The first batch of pumpkin pies dis- 
appeared off the cooling racks. 

Mr. Srrupex (Uttering a yell of de- 
spair): Och der lieber! Och der 
lieber Augustine! You hear? All 
mine first batch, stolen already, yet 
off der pie racks! Och der lieber! 
(Exits) 

Mrs. Wuirman: This is really terrible, 
John. Can’t you do anything about 
it? 

Mr. Wuirman: Don’t you start asking 
foolish questions, Mary. We’re all 
knocking ourselves out down at 
headquarters. If we don’t catch this 
gang of hoodlums before tomorrow, 





the whole police force will be the 
laughing stock of the town. 

JASPER: Don’t you have any clues at 
all, Pop? 

Mr. Wuitman: No more than what 
you see in the paper! Those report- 
ers know as much as we do. 

JASPER: ‘THE GREEDY GOBLIN STRIKES 
AGatn”’ — that’s the headline in to- 
night’s paper, Dad. 

Mr. Wuirman: Very clever of the 
newsboys! They got that headline 
from the notes that were left at the 
scene of some of the crimes. 

JASPER: But can’t you get fingerprints 
off the notes, Dad? 

Mr. Wuirman: It isn’t as simple as all 
that, son. There just aren’t any 
fingerprints. Just the name in that 
greenish kind of ink that the crime 
lab can’t even seem to analyze. 

JasPER: Gee, that’s funny! No finger- 
prints at all on the notes? 

Mr. Wuirman: None. And there’s not 
a section of town that hasn’t been 
touched. Stores, church basements, 
schools, bakeries, hotels, private 
homes, any place where there is a 
pumpkin pie is a target for those 
boys. 

JASPER: We're having a committee 
meeting here tonight, Dad, to re- 
plan our school Halloween party. If 
we can’t count on pumpkin pies, I 
guess we'll have to switch over to 
cider and doughnuts. But gee whiz! 
What’s a Halloween party without 
pumpkin pie? 

Mr. Wuirman: Things are tough all 
around, son. But don’t worry. We’ll 
get those thugs, if it takes every man 
on our force. (Begins to put on coat 
and hat) Don’t worry if I’m a bit 


late, Mary. We’re going to pour 
all the heat we’ve got on this thing 
tonight. 

Mrs. Wuitman: Oh dear! Must you go 
back to the office tonight? 

Mr. Wuirman: Tonight and every 
night, till we get this case wrapped 


up. 

JASPER: You know, Dad, I’ve got a 
theory on this thing... . 

Mr. Wurman: Sorry, Jasper, I’ve got 
no time for theories tonight. They’re 
a dime a dozen. Tonight we’ve got 
to get action. Save it and tell me to- 
morrow. So long, Mary. Don’t 
wait up for me. (Ezits.) 

JASPER: I wish he had waited to hear 
my idea. 

Mrs. WuitMAN: He’s too busy and too 
worried, Jasper. This whole pump- 
kin pie business makes him look and 
feel awfully silly. Now tell me, how 
many people are coming to your 
committee meeting? 

JASPER: Just four. Jerry, and Joe, 
Karen and Betsy. Why? 

Mrs. Wuitman (Smiling): Oh, noth- 
ing... only... well, I just might 
have a little surprise for you, that’s 
all. That is, if everything goes right. 

Jasper: What’s the big secret, Mom? 

Mrs. Wurman: Well, I know these 
committee meetings make you boys 
and girls terribly hungry and so I 
just thought I’d try feeding you up 
ona... (Looking around nervously) 
I almost hate to say this . . . but just 
before supper I baked a. . . you 
know what... 

JasPER: Mom, you never had the nerve 
to bakea... 

Mrs. Wurman: Sh! Not so loud! Yes, 
I did. 
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JASPER: But where is it? 

Mrs. WHITMAN: It’s out in the re- 
frigerator. At least it was a few 
minutes ago. 

JASPER: Well for Pete’s sake! Don’t 
leave it unguarded a single minute. 
I’ll go look and see if it’s still there. 
(Exits) 

Mrs. Wurman (Calling after him): 
Now mind you don’t cut into it 
while it’s still warm. (Doorbell rings, 
Mrs. WHITMAN goes to door. Enter 
JERRY and Jon.) Hello, Joe. How 
are you, Jerry? 

Boys: Hello, Mrs. Whitman, fine, 
thank you (etc.). 

JeRRY: Is Jasper in? 

Mrs. WHITMAN: Jasper will be here in 
a minute. He had some urgent busi- 
ness in the kitchen. Jasper! (Calling) 
Your friends are here. (Enter JASPER) 

JASPER: It’s still there, Mom, but you’d 
better stand watch a while. Hi ya, 
fellows. Anything new about the 
Greedy Goblin? (Exit Mrs. Wurr- 
MAN.) 

Jou: Not a thing. 

JERRY: I guess we'll have to change our 
refreshments, all right. (Doorbell 
rings.) That’s probably one of the 
girls. (Goes to door. Enter Betsy and 
KAREN.) 

JASPER: Hi! The boys are already 
here, so we can get started right 
away. (Boys and girls exchange 
greetings.) 

Karen: Did your Dad hear any more 
on the pumpkin pie stealing, Jasper? 

JASPER: That’s all he hears about from 
morning till night. 

Betsy: But doesn’t he have any more 
clues? I’ve always thought your 

Dad was a pretty smart detective. 





JASPER (On defensive): He’s still a 
pretty smart detective, you'll see. 
Karen: My dad says he thinks it’s 
funny the whole police force and de- 
tective bureau can’t round up a 

gang of boys. 

Joe: What makes him so sure it’s boys? 

JeRRY: Yeah, where did he get his tip 
that there’s a gang involved? The 
notes all say The Greedy Goblin. 

Betsy: But it would have to be more 
than one person. Look how many 
pies have been stolen, from all parts 
of town and at all hours of the day 
and night. One boy couldn’t possibly 
cover all that territory. 

Jor: There you go again, “boy”! Why 
couldn’t it be a girl? 

JasPER: Look! Are we here to re-plan 
the school party or solve the mystery 
of the Greedy Goblin? 

Betsy: It would be wonderful if we 
could do both. 

KarEN: Re-planning the party is easy. 
Betsy and I have lined up ten dozen 
doughnuts and all the cider we can 
drink. 

Jerry: I still think we should hold out 
for pumpkin pies. Strudel’s bakery 
is running an extra shift. Maybe we 
can get some pies after all. 

JASPER: No soap! Mrs. Strudel just 
called my dad before he left and told 
him that the first batch had already 
been stolen off the cooling racks. 

Jor: Well how do you like that? Some 
police force we got in this town. Ex- 
cuse me, Jasper, I keep forgetting 
your dad is on the force. 

JASPER: Well, you better try hard to 
remember. I’m sick of hearing all 
the cracks people make about the 

police force and the detective bu- 


reau. My dad’s all upset over this 
case. 

Karen: But why aren’t there any 
clues, Jasper? There must be some, 
only the police aren’t smart enough 
to see them. 

JASPER: That’s because they don’t 
really understand the case. 

Jor: Now who’s criticizing the police 
force? 

Jasper: I’m not criticizing them. I’m 
just saying they don’t understand 
the case. 

JERRY (With sarcasm): And I suppose 
you do! 

JasPER:I think Ido. At least, I have a 
theory. 

Auu: You do? What is it? (Hic. They 
gather eagerly around JASPER.) 

JASPER: Well. . . it’s really very simple. 
You see, there are no fingerprints. 
The thefts take place in widely 
separated parts of town at almost 
the same time. 

Jor: So what? What’s the answer? 

JASPER: Well, don’t you see? It isn’t 
natural. 

Karen: I know it isn’t natural, but 
what’s your theory. 

JasPER: If it isn’t natural, it must be 
super-natural. 

Betsy: What’s that? “Supernatural’’? 

JasPER: Something that’s beyond or 
above the natural. 

Jor: Stop talking in riddles. You read 
too many books. I don’t get it. 

JasPeR: Well, Joe, in plain English, I 
think the Greedy Goblin is just ex- 
actly who he says he is . . . a greedy 
goblin. 

Betsy: I still don’t understand. 

Jasper: I think the Greedy Goblin is a 
real, sure enough goblin instead of a 
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person. He doesn’t leave finger- 
prints because he can’t leave finger- 
prints. He writes in some sort of 
magic ink that even the chemists 
can’t analyze. He covers more 
ground and travels faster than would 
be possible for a human being. 

JERRY (Jn disgust): Ah, you’re crazy. 
There isn’t such a thing as a goblin. 

JasPER: There is too. I looked it up in 
the dictionary and it says that a 
goblin is a mischievous elf or sprite. 

Jor: But there’s no such thing as an elf 
or a sprite. 

Karen: If it’s in the dictionary, it’s 
real. 

Betsy: Maybe Jasper is right. But 
how could you prove it? 

Jerry: Yeah, how could you prove 
that it’s a goblin? 

Jor: It’s like the old recipe for rabbit 
stew, first catch your rabbit. 

Karen: You mean set a goblin trap? 

Jor: Say, there’s an idea! 

JERRY: What would we use for bait? 

JasPER: Hold everything, kids! Are 
you really game to try to catch the 
goblin? 

Aux: Sure. 

Jor: What do you have in mind? 

JASPER: Bait. The perfect bait. Wait 
here for two minutes. (Evzits) 

Betsy: A real goblin? I wonder if he 
could be right. 

Jor: Of course not. 
thing as a goblin. 

Karen: Golly! I feel sort of scared! 
Creepy-Crawlies are going up and 
down my spine. 

Betsy: Mine too. 

JERRY: Aw, girls are all alike; always 
crack up in a crisis. (Hnter JASPER 
with a pumpkin pie and serving knife.) 


There’s no such 





JasPER: Now here’s the bait — a fresh- 
baked pumpkin pie! 
Aut (Sniffing): Ummm! 

smell good? 

Jon: This is a real museum piece. 

Bersy: Where did you get it? 

JasPER: Mom made it for our refresh- 
ments. 

Jerry: That was swell. I can hardly 
wait to get a piece. 

JasPER: But it’s not for us any longer. 
It’s for the goblin. Bait — remem- 
ber? Betsy, you rummage in that 
table drawer and see if you can find 
a spool of black silk thread. Joe, 
you and Jerry raid the desk and see 
how many flash lights you can scare 
up. Dad always has three or four 
pocket flash lights in there. (Children 
follow directions. JASPER places pie on 
tabouret or small stand in center stage; 
then arranges four chairs to form a 
hollow square with table in centre.) 

Bersy: Here’s the thread, Jasper. 

JASPER: You and Karen wind the 
thread from one chair to the other as 
if you were making a silk thread 
fence. How are you coming with the 
flashlights, Joe? 

,JoE: There are four here and I have 

‘one of my own, so that’s one apiece. 

JASPER: Good. 

Betsy: Is this all right, Jasper? 

JASPER (Inspecting the thread): Sure, 
that’s fine. Take another turn 
around the chairs and we’ll call it a 
day. This should make the perfect 
booby trap for old Mr. Goblin. (As 
girls finish with thread, Jon and 
JERRY distribute the flash lights.) 

Jasper: Now, we’re all set. 

Karen: Set for the goblin? 

Jasper: Right. 


Doesn’t it 


Karen: Golly, I’m scared. 

JASPER: There’s no time to be scared 
now. Each of you take cover behind 
a piece of furniture. Keep perfectly 
still until you hear a crash, then 
focus your flashlights directly on the 
goblin trap! Got it? 

Boys: Check. 

JASPER: Now scram and I'll turn out 
the lights. 

Grrts: Turn out the lights? 

JASPER: Sure. Now go on, get behind a 
chair or something. (Children take 
cover, JASPER turns out lights and 
squats down behind a desk or chair. 
There is silence for several minutes . . . 
then a loud crash.) 

AL: We’ve got him! We've got him! 
(Flashlights are turned on the goblin 
trap, revealing upset chairs and a fig- 
ure flat on its stomach on the floor, 
clutching the pie.) 

Jor: Quick, Jasper, turn on the lights! 
(Stage lights up) 

JasPER (Approaching figure): So there 
you are! Caught at last! 

JERRY (Advancing with flashlight raised 
as a weapon): Get up. On your feet, 
Bum! (Gos.In scrambles to his feet.) 

Jor: And give me that pie. (Takes pie 
and sets it on table.) 

Jasper: Well, say something. Can’t 
you talk? 

Gostin: Sure I can talk. 

JASPER: That’s good! ’Cause you’ve got 
an awful lot of explaining to do. 

Gosuin: Where? 

Karen: Where do you think? Down 
at police headquarters, of course. 

Betsy: Jasper, you’d better phone your 
dad. 

Gosuin: What for? 

Karen: Why, to arrest you, of course. 





Jasper’s father is a city detective. 
(GoBLIn laughs heartily.) 

JASPER: Don’t you laugh at my father, 
you, you greedy goblin, you! 

Gosuin: I’m not laughing at your 
father, boy. I’m laughing at you! 
You actually think your father will 
come and arrest me and take me to 
police headquarters, don’t you? 

JASPER: He sure will. You just wait 
till I phone him. 

Gos.in: Go ahead and call him. I'll 
wait. 

Joe: What makes you so sure you 
won’t be arrested? You’re guilty, 
aren’t you? 

GoBLin: Guilty of what? 

JerRY: Of stealing all the pumpkin 
pies in Canton City. 

Gostin: Oh sure. Sure, I did that. 

KareN: You sound as if you. aren’t 
even sorry. What made you do such 
a dreadful thing? 

GoBLIN: Curiosity. Every Halloween I 
hear you human beings raving about 
pumpkin pie, so I made up my mind 
I wanted to taste one. 

Betsy: One! But you’ve stolen 
thousands. Surely you can’t eat all 
of them. 

Gosiin: Of course not. I’m saving 
them for tomorrow night when I in- 
tend to throw the biggest Halloween 
party in Goblin Land. Now what 
are you going to do with me? 

JASPER: We told you. We're calling 
my dad and having you locked up. 

Gos.tin: Don’t make me laugh. 

JASPER: What’s so funny, Mr. Goblin? 

Gosiin: You are! Don’t you know 
that grown-ups can’t see goblins. If 
you call your father and he comes 
tearing out here, he won’t be able to 


see a thing. In fact, he’ll be mad asa 
hornet. I wouldn’t risk it if I were 
in your shoes. 

KaREN: You mean no grown-ups can 
see you at all? 

Gos.in: How do you think I managed 
to steal all those pies without being 
seen? I was very careful to take the 
pies when there were no children 
around, and I was safe enough from 
all grown-ups. They don’t believe in 
goblins so they can never see them. 

JASPER: Just the same, I’m calling my 
dad. 

Gosuin: O.K. If you get into serious 
trouble, don’t blame me. I gave you 
fair warning. (Enter Mrs. WHITMAN 
carrying a tray of paper plates, 
napkins, forks and a_ cinnamon 
shaker.) 

Mrs. WuitTMAN: Jasper, you forgot the 
plates for the pie. Dear me, why are 
you all standing around with flash- 
lights? Are you playing some sort of 
game? 

JasPER: Mother, don’t you see any- 
thing strange in the room? 

Mrs. WuitTMan: Strange? Well, no. 
Nothing except the strange way 
you’re all acting. What’s the matter 
with you? 

JASPER: But mother, we’ve caught the 
goblin! 

Mrs. WuitTMaNn: Caught the goblin, 
have you? Well, that’s fine! Jasper, 
this goblin business is getting on 
your nerves. Oh, well, it’s no wonder. 
I suppose you’ve made up a game 
about it. Here are your plates and 
napkins. I hope you enjoy the pie, 
my dears, and if I were you, I’d stop 
playing silly goblin games, and eat 
it, before somebody steals it right 





out from under your noses. (Ezits.) 

GoBLIN: You see! What did I tell you? 

KarEN: She looked right at you! 

GosBLIn: And never saw me. That’s 
just what your father and the police- 
men will do, Jasper, if you call them. 
And will you catch it, if you call 
your dad home on a fool’s errand! 

Jerry: Maybe he’s right, Jasper. 
Maybe your father would be sore. 

JASPER: But what are we going to do 
with him? If all the rest of the gob- 
lins get a taste for pumpkin pie, 
we'll never have any. 

KarEN: Oh, dear! Don’t you realize 
how wicked it is to steal? 

GosLIN: It’s wicked for you to steal 
because you’re children and sup- 
posed to be good. I’m a goblin. I’m 
supposed to be bad. Even the dic- 
tionary calls me a “malicious, evil 
sprite.” I have to live up to my 
reputation and besides I want all my 
goblin friends to taste this pumpkin 
pie concoction! I hope they like it. 

Jor: If they like it as much as you do, 
it will be just too bad for us! 

Gosuin: To be quite honest, I haven’t 
tasted any myself yet. 

JERRY: You mean you’ve stolen all 
those pies and haven’t tasted a single 
one. 

Gosuin: Of course not! That wouldn’t 
be polite. I’ll wait for my friends! 
Betsy: You mean you don’t even know 

if you like pumpkin pie? 

Gosuin: Oh, I’m sure I will. The rest 
of the world raves about it. Besides, 
they have a delicious odor. 

JASPER: Say, gang, that gives me an 
idea. Let’s give him a taste of this 
one. 

Jon: Are you crazy? Then we won’t 
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even have that one for ourselves. 

JASPER: It’s a chance. Maybe he 
won’t like it. Maybe he’ll hate the 
taste of pumpkin! It’s worth trying. 
Betsy, you cut the pie and we’ll give 
him a piece. 

GosL.in: I must say this is very gener- 
ous of you. 

Betsy (Cutting pie and putting it on 
paper plate): I'll just give him a 
small piece as a sample. There! 
That should be big enough. (Hands 
pie to GOBLIN who picks up fork) 

Joe: Keep your fingers crossed, kids, 
that he doesn’t like it. 

KarEN: Oh wait! Wait! (Picks up 
shaker and dusts the GOBLIN’s piece 
of pie heavily with cinnamon) Don’t 
forget the cinnamon. 

GoBLIN (Screaming, throws his piece of 
pie on floor and dances madly about) : 
Cinnamon! Cinnamon! Get it out 
of here! Get it away from me! Help! 
Help! Don’t come near me with 
that cinnamon shaker. 

JERRY: What’s the matter with him? 
He’s having a fit! 

Karen: But all pumpkin pies need 
cinnamon. Mrs. Whitman must have 
forgotten it. 

Betsy: So she gave us the shaker so 
we could put some on top. 

GosBLiIn: But cinnamon is poison to 
goblins! It dries up our blood! It 
withers the flesh on our bones! Our 
hair falls out! Horrors! That stuff 
you call cinnamon is deadly goblin 
dust! It’s worse than arsenic. 

Jasper: Then you and your friends 
have had a narrow escape, old boy. 
There would have been mass murder 
in Goblin Land if you and your 
friends had eaten those pies. 





GoBLIn: Let me out of here! Let me 
go! 

JerRY: Not so fast, you rascal! We’re 
not finished with you yet. Betsy, 
give me that shaker. 

Gosiin: No! No! Help! Help! 

Jor: Now we have him at our mercy! 
Here’s our chance to get rid of him 
once and for all. There won’t be a 
trace of him. Sprinkle him good, 
Jerry and watch him shrivel up! 

Gos.in: No! No! Save me! Save me! 
Help! Help! 

Jor: Now’s your chance to get a con- 
fession, Jasper. 

JASPER: Why did you leave all those 
notes at the scene of the robberies, 
Mr. Goblin. 

GoBLIN: Because I didn’t want anyone 
else to be blamed for what I did. 
Not even a goblin would be that 


mean. 
JASPER: Very nice of you, I must say. 


Now what did you use for ink. Our 
crime lab has not been able to 
analyze it. 

Gos.in: Firefly juice. I doubt if the 
chemical formula is known. 

JasPER: Do you have any of it with 
you? 

Gos.In: Sure, I always carry a goose 
feather that is well soaked with it. 
(Gets feather out of pocket) 

JasPER: Then write as I dictate. Shove 
him up to a table, Joe. Jerry, you 
keep that cinnamon shaker sus- 
pended over his head. Betsy, you’ll 
find a piece of paper in the desk. 
(They get GoBLIN ready for writing.) 

JasPeR: I hereby confess to the rob- 
beries of all the pumpkin pies in 
Canton City which I solemnly 
promise... 


GoBLIN: How do you spell solemnly? 

Karen : S-O-L-E-M-N-L-Y. 

Gos.in: “which I solemnly promise’’ 

JASPER: To restore to their owners be- 
fore daybreak. 

JERRY: Do you know how to keep a 
promise, Mr. Goblin? 

GosBLIn: Yes, yes, I promise. [ 
wouldn’t want a grain of cinnamon in 
my house! Oh dear! If only my wife 
and children have not eaten any of 
those pies! Cinnamon! Brrr! It 
makes me shiver. 

JASPER: Sit still and keep on writing. 
And I furthermore solemnly prom- 
or 

Gosuin: And I furthermore solemnly 
promise... 

JASPER: That I will never again steal 
a pumpkin pie from any human 
being on earth, so help me, Beel- 
zebub! 

Gos.in: There! It’s finished! 

JASPER: Now sign it! The Greedy 
Goblin! 

Gostin: It’s signed. Now will you let 
me go? 

Jasper: Will you promise to make 
copies of this confession and leave 


one with every batch of pies you , 


return? 
GoBLIN: Yes, yes. 
please let me go! 
JASPER: O.K., Jerry. You can stop 
covering him with the cinnamon 
shaker. 
Gos.in: And one more favor, if you 
please. 
JasPER: Make it snappy. 

GosLin: Will you please turn out the 
lights so I can make a proper exit? 
Jasper: O.K. Get moving. I’ll keep 

them turned off until I count ten. 


I promise. Now, 
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(Douses lights and counts ten slowly. 
Stage lights up. GOBLIN is gone.) 

KareN: He’s gone! 

Jasper: And good riddance! 

Jerry: Gee, I would have liked to 
shake that cinnamon on him to see 
what would happen. 

Jon: I’m glad you didn’t waste any of 
it on him. We'll need it for our pie. 
How about it, Jasper? I’m hungry. 

Jasper: Sure. Betsy, will you cut us 
each a piece? (They turn toward 
table where pie was located only to 
find it has disappeared. There is a 
note on the table.) 

Betsy: Why, it’s gone! 

Jerry: That dirty, double-crossing 
goblin! I should have given him 


the works with that cinnamon. 
KarEN: Look, there’s a note. Read it, 
Jasper. 
Jasper: Dear Friends: This was my 


only chance to taste a pumpkin pie 
that I knew was free from cinnamon! 
Believe me, I’ll never take a chance 
on another.- Please forgive me! 


Signed . . . The Greedy Goblin. 

Jor: Of all the nerve! 

JERRY (Laughing): The poor little guy 
surely worked hard for a piece of 
pumpkin pie! 

Karen: I can’t help hoping he enjoys 
it. 

Betsy: Heavens, Jasper! Do you think 
that pie had any cinnamon inside of 
it? 

JASPER: How should I know? (Enter 
Mrs. WHITMAN.) 

Mrs. Wuitman: Well, children, how 
did you enjoy your pie? I see it’s all 
gone! You know, I completely for- 
got toputanycinnamonin. That’s 
why I brought you the shaker. I 
hope it tasted all right. 

Boys: It was swell, Mrs. Whitman. 

Girus: It was marvelous. 

JASPER: Mother, you’ll never know 
what a wonderful pie that really was. 
How about it, kids? Wasn’t that a 
knock-out? (Curtains close.) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue GREEDY GOBLIN 

Characters: 6 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: The Goblin is dressed in solid green. 
A hooded mask covers his face; the mask 
should have large phosphorescent eyes 
painted on it. A long loose duster covers 
the Goblin from head to heels, and he car- 
ries a green feather and a note (to leave on 
the table) in his pocket. Mr. Strudel wears 
the traditional white baker’s cap and apron. 


All the other characters wear everyday 
dress. 


Properties: Coat and hat for Mr. Whitman; 
doorbell; pumpkin pie and serving knife; 
flashlight for Joe; tray for meee plates, 
napkins, forks and cinnamon shaker. 

Setting: The Whitman living room. The room 
should contain a tabouret or small stand 
center stage, at least four chairs, a tele- 
phone, a table with black silk thread in the 
drawer, and a desk with paper on it and 
four flashlights in a drawer. There is an 
entrance from the outside and one leading 
to the kitchen. 

Lighting: Stage lights out and up at Goblin’s 
entrance and exit. 





What Happened on Clutter Street 


by Aileen Fisher 


Characters 
POLICEMAN 
Fire CHIEF 
Ist Frre FrenpD 
2ND Fire FIEND 
Boys AND GIRLS 

SETTING: Clutter Street, with an assort- 
ment of junk around. 

At Rise: PoLiceMan and Fire CHIEF 
enter, look around. 

PoLicEMAN: This is reported to be one 
of the worst districts in Middletown. 
Clutter Street! 

Fire Cuter: It certainly lives up to its 
name. You don’t need spyglasses to 
see that, do you, Officer? Look at the 
rubbish in the alley over there. 
Regular fire trap. And what’s this 
between the buildings? (Goes a few 
steps, stoops down) 

PoLicEMAN: What is it, Chief? 

Fire Cuter: A pile of oily rags. Prob- 
ably dumped out by some garage. 
You know what they say . . . three- 
fourths of the fires are caused by 
carelessness. I’d say the percentage 
would be even higher around here. 
This district is ripe for a bad fire, 
Officer. It’s a miracle it hasn’t hap- 
pened before. That pile of oily rags. 
... If it caught fire, with a wind 
blowing, there’d be the dickens to 
pay. 

Po.iceMAN (Looking at sign): Clutter 
Street. There’s probably one in 
every city in the United States. No 
wonder our fire losses run into hun- 


dreds of millions of dollars a year, 
Is it true, Chief, that fire attacks a 
house every minute and a half all 
year long? 

CuieF: That’s about right. And 
thirty people a day are killed in fires, 
Around ten thousand a year! (Shakes ff 
his head) This area ought to be 
cleaned up from one end to the 
other. 

PoLicEMAN: Somebody ought to do it. 

Curer: And soon! I tell you this dis- 
trict is a keg of dynamite. One little 
imp of a fire around here, and it’ll go 
up in smoke. Just like that! (Snaps 
his fingers) Say, why don’t we get 
the Middletown News-Record inter- 
ested in the problem here? This dis- 
trict is a menace to the whole city. 
And Safety Week begins tomorrow. 

PoLiceEMAN: The News-Record is inter- 
ested, all right, Chief. Only it seems 
to me they’re tackling the problem 
the wrong way. 

CureFr: How’s that, Officer? 

PoticEMAN (Hesitating, embarrassed): 
Well . . . they’ve been after me to go 
to the school and make a talk on 
safety. But, holy smoke, I can’t 
make a talk! Oh, I can stand in the 
middle of a busy street and talk to 
traffic violators all right . . . but a 
room full of kids! They’d scare me 
silly. 

Cuier (Laughing): Scare a policeman! 
(Sobers) But I know what you mean. 
All those kids. Still, something has 





to be done. (He sniffs.) What’s that 
I smell? 

OLICEMAN (Sniffing): Gasoline fumes. 
Or naptha, maybe. 

(HEF: Someone’s doing home dry- 
cleaning in the kitchen. Good grief, 
if they only knew how dangerous 
that was. In a tinder box like this. I 
guess it’s up to us to take the bull by 
the horns, Officer. Look here, I’ve 
got an idea... 

POLICEMAN: I hope it’s a good one. 
CureF: It would put the youngsters in 

the district on their mettle. Give 
them something to aim at, something 
to be proud of. Maybe it won’t work, 
but it’s worth a try. 

PoLIcEMAN: I’d say anything was 
worth a try, except making a speech. 

—Coer: What about two speeches? 
What about both of us going to 
school together? We could bolster 
each other up. 

OLICEMAN: Well... 

‘HIEF: Comrades in misery, you know. 
(Takes him by the arm) Come on, 
it’s worth a try. And if it works, the 
News-Record can run it on the front 

_ page tomorrow and get Safety Week 
$/ off toa good start. What do you say? 

We can stand up in front of all 
those kids together. 

PoLICEMAN: Together it mightn’t be so 
bad. But you’ll have to do most of 
the talking. I never was one for 
speaking in public . . . except in the 
line of duty. (They start to go.) Say, 
look at the stack of old papers and 
magazines on that porch... 

Curer: And I bet my hat most families 

‘| out here still start their kitchen 

stoves with kerosene. (They exit. 

For a second or two the stage is empty. 


Then two Fire Frenps tiptoe in and 
look around slyly.) 

lst Frenp: This must be the place. 
Look at all the marvelous rubbish, 
will you! 

2np Frenp (Peering at sign): Clutter 
Street. That’s the name, all right. 
You know what they told us at head- 
quarters . .. that we’d find it a tinder 
box for our burning desire for action. 

lst Frenp (Rubbing his hands): Tinder 
box is right. 

2np Frenp: They said we’d have a 
wonderful choice of materials to 
work with. (Looks around, grinning) 
Say, this ought to be good for at 
least a four-engine fire! 

lst Frenp: If we find any more places 
like this we’re going to beat our last 
year’s record of damage and de- 
struction! 

2np Frenp: And we did plenty well 
last year. All those fires we set off... 

lst Frenp: All those flames scorching 
and singeing and crackling and 
snapping. 

2nD Frienp: It’s no wonder headquart- 
ers gave us a medal for first-class 
performance. (Takes out medal, 
shines it on sleeve, then reads inscrip- 
tion) “Fire Fiends, Inc. For Bigger 
and Better Fires.” That’s us. 

lst Frenp: We’re right in our element 
here on Clutter Street. Ha! Ha! 
Look at that pile of oily rags. I dote 
on oily rags. 

2np Frenp: And that wobbly daven- 
port with the stuffing coming out! 

lst Frenp: And all those old papers 
and magazines. They fire me with 
ambition! 

2np Frenp: And those dry leaves. I’m 
keen about dry leaves. (Sniffs) And 





that smell of gasoline in the air. 


(Dances around) Nothing like a 
helping hand in the kitchen. (Catches 
arm of ist Frenp and they both 
cavort around. Then with arms linked 
they sing to the tune of “Little Brown 
Jug.”’) 

Boru: When we go out to take the air 
We count on finding junk somewhere. 
Cleaned-up yards and streets we 

shun. 
I tell you what, old trash is fun! 
Chorus: 
Ha! Ha! Ha! You and me, 
Clutter and trash are grand to see. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! You and me, 
Oily old rags, how we love thee! 


When we find piles of junky trash 
We love the folks who were so rash. 
We dote on rubbish in the sun — 
I tell you what, big fires are fun. 
Chorus 

lst Frenp: And now, remember what 
they told us at headquarters. We 
have to do this job before tomorrow, 
when Safety Week begins. Safety 
Week always throws a wet blanket 
on our fire-works. 

2np Frenp: There’s plenty of time. 

lst Frenp: The only trouble is... 
when there’s so much tempting 
trash, we always have a hard time 
choosing where to begin. 

2npD Fienp: I sort of like to stand 
around and feast my eyes on it, 
don’t you? This assignment is going 
to be a cinch! Better than yester- 
day’s. 

lst Frenp: And that wasn’t half bad. 
I heard the Fire Chief say there was 
$15,000 damage to that house we 
entered. I hate firemen! 


2np Frenp: So do I. They’re always 
pouring cold water on us. 

lst Frenp: I hate policemen, too. 

2nD Fienp: Yeah. They’re always 
going out of their way to look after 
people and things. I must say we'd 
have a hot time in the old town any 
night or day if it weren’t for police- 
men and firemen. We'd break all 
our fire records in a hurry. 

lsr Frenp: Fire Fiends, Inc., would 


certainly get along a lot better with-« 


out interference from policemen and 
firemen . . . and you can say it again. 
(Looks around) Cluttery, cluttery 
Clutter Street. Ha! Where shall we 
begin? 

2np Frenp: Let’s go down the block a 
bit, to get as far from the fire hy- 
drant as possible. Then you take 


one side of the street, and I’ll take} 


the other, so the district will be be- 
tween two fires, as they say. (There 
is loud shouting offstage.) 





ist Frenp: Wait! What’s that? 

2npD Frenp: Sounds like school children. 

ist Frenp: But school can’t be out yet. 
It’s too early. (Looks at watch) It’s 
at least twenty minutes too early. 

2np Fienp (Peering down street): It’ 
school children, all right. 

lst Frenp (F'uming): I was counting on 
having our job well under way be- 
fore school let out. (Shouts are heard 
again.) 

2np Frenp: They’re coming this way! 
Where’ll we hide? It won’t do to be 
caught red-handed. 


lst Frenp: There’s an old automobile; 


body. We can craw] in there. (FrENDs 
scamper offstage. In a short time 
Boys and Girus enter. Eagerly they 
begin to gather up junk, carry it out, 
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come back for more. 
shout as they work.) 
ist Bor: Boy, oh boy, getting out of 
school early! This is really great. 
ist Girt: Wasn’t he a marvelous 
speaker? 

2np Girt: Who? The policeman or the 
fireman? 

ist Girt: The policeman, of course. 
He had such a nice way of encour- 
aging the fireman. Didn’t you no- 
tice? I’d have been scared, standing 
up in front of the assembly like that. 

ist Boy: If we can only get this street 
cleaned up . . . like they said... 
we'll make the front page of the 
News-Record tomorrow. 

3rp Boy: Can’t you just see the head- 
lines? CLUTTER STREET GETS JUMP 
oN SaFrety WEEK. ENERGETIC BOYS 
AND GIRLS DIG IN AND DIG OUT. 
CLUTTER STREET RINGS UP A REC- 
ORD. 

ist Girt: And just in the nick of time, 
I'd say. 

2np Boy: Hey, come here. It’s hot 
down under these oily rags. (Chil- 
dren run to see. There is much com- 
motion. ) 

47TH Boy: Jiminy crickets. They’d have 
blazed plenty if they once got 
started. 

Ist Boy: That’s what you call spon- 
taneous bus-station . . . or some- 
thing. 

Ist Girt (Laughing): Bus-station! 
You mean spontaneous combustion. 
(There is a sound of auto horns off- 
stage.) 

3RD Girt: That must be the trucks 
from the News-Record. The police- 
man said he’d phone them to send 

their paper trucks, to pick up the 


They talk and 





stuff we gathered. 

3RD Boy: Fast work, I’d say. 

ist Boy: That’s us all over. 

2np Girt: What about this old daven- 
port? The stuffing’s all coming out 
and it’s lame in three legs. 

Boys: Out it goes. We're ringing up a 
record, aren’t we? (Boys and GIRLs 
go out with davenport and junk. Ina 
moment Frenps come back cautiously, 
dejectedly.) 

ist Fienp (Looking around): All those 
wonderful oily rags— gone! I’m 
certainly put out about it. 

2np Fienp (Looking around): And 
those ready-to-burn newspapers — 
gone! My spirits are all dampened. 

lst Frenp: And that fire trap of a 
davenport — gone! 

2np Frenp: And those flame-hungry 
leaves — gone! Headquarters will 
be furious. What are we going to do? 

lst Frenp: Imagine, those kids having 
fun carting off all the things we dote 
on. It makes me hot under the 
collar. 

2np Frenp (Shrugging): That’s about 
the only place that we can get hot 
around here now. There’s nothing 
else left. It’s a burning shame. 

lst Frenp: I guess there’s nothing to 
do but go back and report to head- 
quarters. But, cheer up. They’ll 
send us somewhere else to put the 
heat on. There are hundreds of 
other Clutter Streets in the world, 
you know. (They start out.) 

2np Frenp (Looking back): It was such 
made-to-order rubbish. 

ist Frenp (Looking back): Such heart- 
warming trash. (They exit. Pouicr- 
MAN and Fire Cuier come in. They 
look around, smiling and nodding.) 


PoLicEMAN: Well! You wouldn’t know 
it for the same place, would you? I 
tell you, when boys and girls dig into 
things, the fur begins to fly. 

Cuter: Not only the fur, Officer. The 
stuffing as well! 

Po.icEMAN: I have to hand it to them. 
Wish there were something we could 
do .. . I mean, besides turning the 
story in to the News-Record. (Looks 
at street sign) Clutter Street. Hmmm. 
You’d hardly eall it that any more. 
Say! That gives me an idea. 

Curr: I hope it’s a good one. 

PoLIcEMAN: It doesn’t mean making a 
public speech anyway. Just a little 
heart to heart talk. (Waves toward 
wings and calls) Come here a minute, 
fellows. You too, girls. (Boys and 
GIRLS troop in.) 

Ist Boy: Did we miss something, is 
that it? 

PoticeMAN: Not a thing. You did a 
fine job. Congratulations. 

Cuter: We’re proud of you. 

PoLiceMAN: It’s just that . . . well, 
what do you think of the name of 
this street? (CHILDREN look at sign, 
back at PoLICEMAN.) 

Boys: It’s not true any more. 

Giruis: It’s never going to be true 
again. 

PoricEMAN: That’s the way I look at 
it. What would you think if I got 
the News-Record to start a petition 
... 80 the City Council would change 


the name of this street. 

Boys and Grrus: Rah! 

Po.icEMAN: The Fire Chief and I have 
thought up a good name, haven’t we, 
Chief? 

CHIEF: Just as you say, Officer. You’re 
the public speaker around here. 

PoLicEMAN (Confidentially to Boys and 
Girts): We’ve thought of a name 
that will have a special meaning just 
among us. 

Boys: Just among us? 

Grris: What meaning? 

Po.icEMAN: I’m going to recommend 
that the City Council change the 
name from Clutter Street to Spruce 
Street. 

A Boy: Spruce Street? But there isn’t 
a single spruce on the street. 

A Girt: Spruce Street? Why, there 
isn’t even a pine. Only a few maples. 

Po.ticEMAN: That’s just where our 
special hidden meaning comes in .. . 
a meaning you can explain with 
pride every time anyone asks you 
why it’s called Spruce Street. 

Boys and Girits: Why? Why Spruce 
Street? 

Po.iceMAN: Because you’ve made it 
Spruce Street! Thanks to you, 
everything is all spruced-up around 
here now! 

Boys and Girts (Merrily): Spruce 
Street. Spruce Street. Three cheers 
for Spruce Street! 

THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Wuat HapprenepD ON CLUTTER STREET 

Characters: 2 male; fiends may be either male 
or female; male and female extras. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: The Policeman and Fire Chief wear 
uniforms. The fiends can wear red and 
orange costumes. The boys and girls wear 
everyday modern dress. 


Properties: Medal for fiend. 


Setting: A street. At one side is a large sign: 
“Clutter Street.”” Junk is scattered around 
the stage —oily rags, an old davenport, 
old papers and magazines, dry leaves, etc. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Magic Formula 


by Aileen Fisher 


Characters 
PROFESSOR 
Miss Bina, his assistant 
BUSINESSMAN 
ADVERTISING MAN 
REPORTER 
SUSAN 
JEANIE 
Time: Any morning. 
Serrine: The laboratory of an inventive 
PROFESSOR. 
Ar Rise: The Proressor is eagerly 
working over test tubes and bottles. 
Miss Bine ts cleaning up after him. 
Proressor: Water boiling, Miss Bing? 
Miss Bina: Yes, Professor. 
Proressor: Medicine dropper clean? 
Miss Brine: Yes, sir. 
Proressor: Ten more drops and a half, 
please. (Miss Bina brings water in 
medicine dropper, squirts it into 
Proressor’s bottle.) Careful. Are 
you sure that was half a drop, Miss 
Bing? It looked more like a quarter 
tome. In this kind of work one must 
be careful. Thorough. Painstaking. 
One must leave no test tube un- 
turned. 
Miss Bina: I’m sure you haven’t, sir! 
ProFessor: I am on the brink of one 
of the world’s greatest discoveries. 
On the brink, do you hear? 
Miss Brine: The same brink you were 
on last month? And the month be- 
fore? 





Proressor: No, no. Much closer. In 


fact, I feel it in my bones that before 
the end of the morning I shall com- 
plete my long and difficult task. I 
shall have concocted the most health- 
giving drink in the world! (Holds 
bottle to light, squints) At last. (Pours 
a little of the liquid into a spoon and 
tastes it) Ah! I am indeed on the 
brink! (Excited) Call the Business- 
man, Miss Bing. Call the Advertis- 
ing Man. Call the Reporter. Tell 
them to be here as soon as possible if 
they wish to be in on the greatest 
discovery of all time. 


Miss Brine (Going out): Yes, sir. 


Pauses) You’re sure, Professor? 
b 


Proressor: Of course, I’m sure. After 


all the time I have invested . . . the 
money I have invested . . . the brain 
power ... (Miss Bina exits. The 
ProFessor works over his bottles, 
pouring things back and forth, testing, 
tasting, looking very wise. In a few 
minutes Miss Brine returns.) More 
water, please. Where have you been 
all this time? 


Miss Bina: Don’t you remember? You 


told me to call the Businessman, the 
Advertising Man, and the Reporter. 


Proressor: Oh, yes, yes. Quite so. 


Can they come? 


Miss Bra: They’ll be here in fifteen 


minutes. (Hesitates) The Business- 
man asked if he could bring his two 





daughters along. He had promised 
to take them to the zoo this morn- 
ing, for a birthday present. They’ll 
stop here on the way. 

Proressor: Well, see that the children 
stay in the outer office, Miss Bing. 
Children upset me. They put their 


fingers into things. They break 
things. Besides, they don’t know 
anything. Now where’s that water? 
(Miss Brine brings water.) Seven 
drops and five-eighths. 

Miss Brine (Dropping in the water): 
What have you decided to call this 
wonderful new drink, Professor? 

Proressor: Call it? Ah...er... that 
is not the business of an inventor. I 
shall leave that to the Advertising 
Man. 

Miss Bina: And have you decided on 
the color? 

ProFessor: To me such things are not 
important. What I am concerned 
about is what makes the drink what 
it is. This chalky-white color will do 
for the time being. (He puts some of 
the liquid on a slide and looks at it 
through a magnifying glass.) I be- 
lieve we could use a little more 
Vitamin A, Miss Bing. 

Miss Bina (Bringing bottle): How 
much? 

PROFESSOR: 956,248 units. And make 
a record of it. 

Miss Brine: Let’s see. We are now on 
Volume 6 of the records. 

Proressor (Dreamily): To think I am 
on the verge of discovering the most 
healthful drink in the world, after all 
these months! 

Miss Bina: After all these bottles and 
test tubes! 


Proressor: Bottled health. That 


wouldn’t be a bad name for it, would 
it, Miss Bing? 

Miss Brine: It sounds rather cut and 
dried, don’t you think? The Ad- 
vertising Man will probably want to 
add a few wings. 

ProFEsSsOR: Wings? 

Miss Bina: You know, to give it some 
zip. 

ProFEssoR: Oh. 

Miss Brine: What about the flavor, 
Professor? Did you finally decide? 
Yesterday, you remember, you were 
wavering between cocoanut and 
butterscotch. 

Proressor: I have decided to leave 
the flavor to the Businessman. He 
know more about the tastes of the 
public than I do. Now where is that 
formula sheet? I must check and see 
that everything got in. You can give 
the test tubes a final washing, Miss 
Bing. 

Miss Bina: Again? (Prorgssor checks 
over formula. Miss Brine washes test 
tubes. Soon there is the sound of a 
buzzer or bell.) 

PROFESSOR (Jumping): What’s that? 

Miss Bina: You told me to call the 
Businessman, the Advertising Man, 
and the Reporter, remember? (Wipes 
hands, fixes hair) 

PROFESSOR: Quite so. I had forgotten. 
Bring them in, Miss Bing. And 
didn’t you say something about a 
zoo full of children? Park them in 
the outer office. 

Miss Bina: Yes, sir. (She goes out, re- 
turning in a few minutes with Busi- 
NESSMAN, ADVERTISING MAN, and 
REPORTER. ) 

Proressor (Going to meet them): Ah, 
gentlemen. You are about to see 
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great things happen here today. 

BusINESSMAN (Rubbing his hands): 
That’s great! 

ADVERTISING Man: Something with 
appeal for millions of people, I trust? 

REPORTER: You mean you’ve invented 
something new, Professor? 

ProFessoR: New. Startling. Effec- 
tive. (Holds up bottle) Gentlemen, 
the most healthful drink in the 
world! 

BUSINESSMAN: You don’t say. In the 
world? 

ADVERTISING Mawn: Startling is hardly 
the word. 

REPORTER: What’s it called? 

Proressor: For months I have labored 
on this invention. I have tried mix- 
ture after mixture, to find just the 
perfect combination. My assistant, 

| Miss Bing, will testify to that. She 
washed the bottles. 

Miss Bina: I testify! 

Proressor: Finally, I have figured out 
the magic formula. (Holds up the 
bottle dramatically) Gentlemen, Bot- 
tled Health. 

ADVERTISING Man: We must get a bet- 
ter name than that. 

BustnessMAN: There’s a fortune in it, 
if it’s as good as you say, Professor. 

Reporter (Taking out pad): Let’s get 
down to some facts. Just why is this 
the most healthful drink in the 
world? Why? How? Who says? 
That’s the kind of thing a reader 
wants to know. 

Proressor (Clearing his throat) :Gentle- 
men, I shall proceed to tell you, in 
my humble way, why this startling 

new drink is indeed bottled health. 

First, it contains quantities of Vita- 

min A which, as you are aware, is 














needed by everyone, big and small . . 


Reporter (Making notes): Vitamin A. 


What’s it good for, Professor? 

Proressor: Vitamin A is needed for... 
Bos vORldan 

Miss Brine (Helpfully): For growth. 
For resistance to colds. For helping 
eyes adjust to the dark. For keep- 
ing the skin healthy. 

Proressor: Precisely. In a nutshell. 
Second, my friends, this amazing 
drink contains two important ele- 
ments of Vitamin B. I refer to 
Vitamin B-1 and Vitamin B-2... 

REPORTER: One at a time, please. 
Take B-1. Who needs it and why? 

Proressor: My dear young man, it is 
common knowledge in this day and 
age that everyone needs Vitamin 
B-1 for...for... 

Miss Brine: For aiding the appetite. 
For protecting nerve tissues. For 
giving energy. 

Proressor: Assuredly. 

Miss Brine: And B-2 increases vigor 
and helps prevent eye-strain. 

ADVERTISING Man: If we can get those 
facts over to the public in some 
simple way, we’ll take the country by 
storm. 

BUSINESSMAN: It looks like a good 
proposition all right. 

Proressor: And that isn’t the half of 
it. This amazing drink, my friends, 
is rich in protein, which, as you all 
know, is exceedingly important to 
healthful living. Protein...a... 
ae 

Miss Bina: Builds and repairs bones, 
blood, skin, and tissues. Helps us 

resist disease. 

Proressor: Which brings us to the 
minerals. I think I have, after 











months of effort, found the perfect 
combination of minerals for our 


world-shaking product. First, we 
have a great deal of calcium. 

ReEportTER: That’s got something to do 
with teeth, hasn’t it? 

Miss Brine: It helps form strong teeth 
and bones. 

BusiNnEssMAN (Trying to be funny): 
That wouldn’t appeal to angleworms. 
But then, who wants to appeal to 
angleworms? 

ApvERTISING Man: I don’t know about 
that. It is our policy to make the 
broadest possible appeal. 

Reporter: All right. So you’ve got 
vitamins in it. Protein. Calcium. 
Anything else? 

Proressor: Phosphorus, gentlemen. 

Miss Brine: That goes hand in hand 
with calcium, when it comes to 
bones and teeth. 

Proressor: And iron. 

Miss Bina: For building blood. 

Proressor: All of which adds up to 
something rather stupendous, you 
must admit. And on top of all that, 
we have gone out of our way to add 
Vitamin D, which is so much in 
favor these days. 

ReporTerR (Whistling): Whew. You 
mean you can drink something that’s 
full of all those things? Without 
choking? 

Proressor: Not only can you drink it, 
but you'll cry for more. 

ADVERTISING Man: Professor, that’s 
wonderful. We’ll use it! You’. cry 
FOR MORE! Just the slogan for our 
new product. You should have been 
an advertising man! (PROFESSOR 
pours out small quantity of drink in 
glasses and gives each one a taste.) 


Proressor: I hasten to inform you 
that this is the drink “in the raw,” 
as they say. It can be flavored and 
colored to suit the public. 

BUSINESSMAN: Just so it suits the pub- 
lic, that’s what matters. 

PrRoFEssorR: Because you are aware of 
all the goodness in this drink, that 
no doubt influences your taste to 
some extent. One of you may taste 
Vitamin A, another calcium, another 
B-1, and so on. But it is safe to say & 
that an ordinary citizen, who knows | 
nothing of the brains that have gone 
into this, will think the drink — just 
as it is—has a mild and pleasant 
taste. Perhaps we may not need to 
add a flavoring. 

BustNessMAN: It would save money 
not to. (Gets a thought) Say, why 
don’t we try it on someone? Some- 
one who doesn’t know a thing about 
it? 

ProFeEssor: A very scientific idea. 

BUSINESSMAN: My two daughters, 
Jeanie and Susan, are waiting for me 
in the outer office. We could see how 
they like it. 

Miss Brine: What do you say, Pro- 
fessor? 

Proressor: I don’t mind children 
when they’re guinea pigs. Bring 
them in. (Miss Brine goes for 
JEANIE and Susan.) 

REPORTER: Now, let’s not let on there 
is anything at all unusual about this 
drink. 

ADVERTISING Man: Right. 

BusInEssMAN: I’ll say I want them to 
see the Professor’s wonderful collec- 
tion of test tubes and bottles. The 
drink will be just by-the-way. (Miss 
Brine brings in the children.) Susan, 
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Jeanie, take a look at all the bottles. 
Miss Bina: Yes, take a good look at 
id § them. I’ve washed them each a mil- 
lion times. 

b- § Proressor: Maybe the children are 
thirsty. We’ve just had a drink. 
of Perhaps they would like one. (He 
at hands them each a big glass of Bottled 
to Health.) 

te § Susan: Thank you. 

er § JEANIE: Thank you. (They drink with- 
iy & out concern, as others watch eagerly.) 
vs } Susan (Handing back glass): You 
ne ought to keep it in the refrigerator, 
st sir. It’s better cold. 

nt § JEANIE (Handing back glass): Do you 
to buy the kind that has Vitamin D 
added? You should. It’s better for 
ay you. 

1y | Proressor: A...er... keep what in 


yu 











e-§ the refrigerator? 
ut | Susan: The milk. 

Proressor: W ... what milk? 

Susan: You’re teasing! The milk you 
8, just gave us to drink. 
ve § JEANIE: I like this new kind best, 
Ww where the milk and cream are all 


mixed together, don’t you? 

o- {| Proressor (Stunned): Miss Bing! 

‘f Quick! Hand me Volume M of the 
on What It’s Made Of series. Milk? 
1g (To children) So you think you just 
or had a glass of milk. 

Susan: Didn’t we? 

re § JEANIE: It tastes just like the milk we 
‘is get at home. 
BusINESSMAN: I buy it from Johnson’s 

Dairy. Four quarts a day. (Miss 
to Brine brings book, Proressor franti- 
c- cally finds page.) 
ne | Proressor: M... MI... MILK. Here 
3S we are. Vitamin A. Vitamin B-1. 
D 





Vitamin B-2. Water. High protein 
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content. Minerals: calcium, phos- 
phorus, iron. (He looks up, amazed.) 
Miss Bing, my formula sheet, please 
. . . to check the quantities. (Miss 
Bina brings the sheet and they check 
together.) Gentlemen, the children 
are right! I have, after all these 
months, hit upon the exact formula 


for milk. Imagine! I can make 
milk! 

Susan: And you aren’t even a cow, 
are you? 


BUSINESSMAN: Well, what do you 
think of that! All we need is another 
name for it. There’s nothing like a 
little competition, I say. The price 
of milk is high these days. Four 
quarts a day set me back a pretty 
penny. We have a gold mine here, 
Professor, if we get your product on 
the market at a cheaper price. 

ADVERTISING Man: I'll put the cows 
out of business. Just give me three 
months. 

Proressor: But, gentlemen . . . I can’t 
compete with a cow. 

BusINESSMAN: What do you mean, 
Professor? 

Proressor: Show them the records, 
Miss Bing. I can’t begin to make a 
quart of my drink for the price of a 
quart of milk. 

BusINESsMAN: You can’t? 

Proressor (Shows records): I can’t 
even come near it. 

BusINnEssMAN (Shrugging): Well, that’s 
that. Come on, Susan and Jeanie, I 
guess we might as well go to the zoo. 
Any time you can meet the competi- 
tion, Professor, give me a ring. 
(Exits with Susan and JEANIE.) 

ADVERTISING MAN (Standing up): You 
had a good idea, sir. But, after all, 





cows have been in this business a 
good long time. They have a head 
start, and they aren’t doing so badly. 
Any time you come up with some- 
thing really different, though, let me 
know. (Starting out) Milk! Can you 
feature that! 

Reporter: I'll feature it, all right. 
There’s always a lot of human inter- 
est in a story like this. Professor, I 
didn’t know you had it in you! Well, 
be sure to get in touch with me next 
time something stupendous turns 
up. (zits. Proressor looks be- 
wildered and dejected. Miss BING 
cheerfully pats his shoulder.) 

Miss Brine: Now, Professor, you 
mustn’t be cowed by a little thing 
like this. I feel you did something 
exceedingly worth while. I truly do. 

Proressor: You do? 

Miss Bine: Certainly. Why, don’t you 
see? Your experiments will show 
people what a perfectly wonderful 
thing they have . . . in a bottle of 
milk. You have dramatized Bottled 
Health! 

Proressor (Cheering up): You think 
so, Miss Bing? 

Miss Brine: There’s no question about 
it. This will be in all the papers. On 
the radio. Perhaps they’ll even put 


you on television. PROFESSOR com- 
PETES WITH Cow. Everyone in the 
country will hear about it. People 
can’t help but be impressed, sir. 

ProFessor: You mean they will realize 
they are missing something unless 
they drink milk — by the glassful? 
Do you honestly think they will get 
the idea? 

Miss Bina: Honestly! 

Proressor: So my efforts have been 
worthwhile. All those months of 
labor... 

Miss Bina: All those test tubes and 
bottles. 

Proressor (Hnergetically): Well, we 
can’t go around crying about spilt 
milk, can we, Miss Bing? Let’s get 
busy. 

Miss Bina: This time can’t we work on 
something easier? 

Proressor: I don’t see why not. Water 
boiling, Miss Bing? 

Miss Bina: Yes, Professor. 

Proressor: Medicine dropper clean? 

Miss Bina: Yes, sir. 

Proressor: Well, then, let’s get started. 
I’ve had an idea in the back of my 
head for a long time . . . for an auto- 
matic toothbrush! 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Maaic Formvua 

Characters: 4 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern everyday dress for all char- 
acters except the Professor and Miss Bing, 
who may wear white uniforms. 

Properties: Test tubes, bottles, medicine 
dropper, cleaning cloths, bottle containing 


water, bottle containing milk, spoon, slide, 
magnifying glass, bell, pad and pencil, 
glasses, book, paper. 

Setting: A laboratory. The furnishings can 
include a table holding bottles, test tubes 
and other equipment; a sink; and some 
chairs. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Characters 
Unaai, Chief of the Athabascans 
FroG SPIRivT 
RAVEN SPIRIT 
MepiciInE MAN 
SprrRIT OF THE TOTEM POLE 


' CHIEF OF THE DAKOTAS 


CHIEF OF THE ILLINIWIC 

CHIEF OF THE MUSKHEGONS 

VILLAGERS, two or three or more for each 
of the four tribes 

Time DANCERS 

BurraALo DANCERS > any number 

Corn DANCERS 

Fruit DANCERS 

DRUMMER 


Scene I 

SerrinG: In front of Athabascan house. 

Ar Rise: Torem Poe stands motion- 
less on one side; a DRUMMER sits be- 
fore a drum off in the corner. ULAGt is 
seated in front of the house looking 
very discontented. A VILLAGER enters 
carrying a large salmon. 

VILLAGER: Oh, Chief, here is a salmon 
for you! 

Utaai: I am tired of salmon. (VIL- 
LAGER looks at him queerly then walks 
away. Enter Mrepicine Man.) 

MepictInE Man: Ulagi, your totem 
pole needs repainting. Shall I have 
the squaws gather some dye plants 
and cook new dye for you? 

Utacr: Totem poles! I am tired of 
totem poles. 

Mrpicine Man: Are you sick, Ulagi? 
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Uxaat: Yes, I am sick of salmon, sick 
of totem poles, sick of everything. 
MepicinE Man: This is bad! I shall 
invoke your guardian spirits. (Stands 
with hands upraised) Frog Spirit, 
guardian of the waters, come to 
Ulagi! Raven Spirit, guardian of the 
air, come to Ulagi! (Frog and Raven 

SPIRITS appear) 

Froc Spirit: Wise One, you have 
called me, what is your wish? 

Raven Sprrit: Wise One, you have 
called me, what is your wish? 

MeEpIcinE Man: You are the guardian 
spirits of Chief Ulagi. He is sick in 
his mind and in his head. You must 
help him. 

Froc and RavEN Spirits: We will help 
Ulagi. We will invoke the spirits of 
his ancestors. Bring sacred powder! 
(They build a small “fire” while the 
Mepicine Man brings the sacred 
powder. This they pour on the flames, 
then Froc and Raven Spirits dance 
around the fire, faster and faster, 
chanting and accompanied by the 
DruMMER.) Spirit of ancestors, come 
to us. Spirit of ancestors, come to us! 
(Finally the Totem PoLE moves, 
comes forward. Uxaat falls at its feet.) 

Totem Powe: Frog Spirit you have 
called me! Raven Spirit you have 
called me! Now do my bidding. 
Take Ulagi on a journey, so he may 
see how other people live. Thus I 
have spoken! (Moves back into place 
beside house. ULaat rises.) 


Froc Spirit: Come Ulagi, we are 
going on a journey. (All except 
DRUMMER exit. VILLAGERS carry off 
wooden house and Totem PoLeE de- 
parts. ‘Time Dancers appear and 
while they are dancing to the ac- 
companiment of the DrumMMER, Da- 
KOTA VILLAGERS bring in model of a 
tee-pee and painted backdrop of 
buffalo. ‘Time Dancers dance off as 
BurraLo Dancers enter, followed by 
Dakota CuHieF. Utnaai, RAVEN 
Sprrit and Froe Spirit enter from 
opposite side of stage.) 

Daxota CureF: Who comes to the 
land of the Dakota? Do you come in 
peace or in war? 

Froc Spirit: We come in peace, O 
Chief of the Dakota. 

RavEN Spirit: This is Ulagi, chief of 
the Athabascans, who has come to 
learn your way of life. 

Daxorta Cuter: Kola, kola, Ulagi. You 
are welcome. My young men are 
dancing the buffalo dance. Rest here 
and watch them. (Jo a nearby 
VitLaGER) Bring buffalo meat for 
our guests. (Burrato DaNcERS 
dance, accompanied by DRUMMER. 
Unaai, Raven Sprrir and Froa 
Spirit watch; VittacErs bring them 
a platter of buffalo meat.) 

Uxact: Buffalo is good! 

Daxota CureF: Buffalo is good! 
Buffalo gives us food, clothing, 
warm robes, and skins to cover our 
tee-pees. My young men dance to 
thank the Great Spirit for the gift of 
buffalo. 

Uxaai: Buffalo is good. I shall take 
buffalo to my country. 

RavEN Spirit: Buffalo would not live 
on our rocky hills. Buffalo must 
have much grass to feed upon. 


Uxaai (Sadly): That is true, Raven, 
let us continue our journey. (Uxacr, 
Raven Sprrir and FroG Spirir 
leave village in one direction. Bur- 
FALO Dancers dance off on opposite 
side, followed by Dakora CutEF and 
VILLAGERS with props. Time Danc- 
ERS dance across stage as DRUMMER 
pounds. After them come the Illiniwic 
Corn Dancers, ILLINIWIC Curr, 
and VituaGers with backdrops of 
cornfields and an Algonquin lodge. 
Uxaei, Raven Spirit and Frog 
SPrIRit enter.) 

Inuinrwic CureF: Who comes to visit 
the lands of the Illiniwic? Do you 
come in peace or in war? 

RAVEN Sprrir: We come in peace, 0 
Chief of the Illiniwic! 

Froe Spirit: This is Ulagi, Chief of 
the Athabascans. He has come to 
learn your way of life. 

Inuintwic CureF: Boo-shoo nee-jee! 
You are welcome! Rest here. My 
young men are dancing the corn 
dance. (Jo a nearby VILLAGER) 
Bring corn for our guests! (Uxaai, 
Raven Sprrir and Froa Spirit 
watch Corn Dancers dancing to 
beats of DRUMMER. VILLAGER brings 
them a birchbark dish of corn.) 

Uxaat: Is this corn? Corn is good! 

ILLINtwic CureF: Corn is good! Our 
women plant the cornfields and 
when corn is ripe we harvest and 
store it for winter. No matter how 
cold the winds or how deep the 
snow, famine never reaches our 
lodges. My young men dance to 
thank the Great Spirit for corn. 

Uxaat: Corn is good. I shall take corn 
to my country! 

Frog Sprrir: Corn would not grow in 
our rocky river country. Corn needs 





the rich soil of the lands of the 
Illiniwic. 

Uae (Sadly): That is so! 
continue our journey. (ULaGr, 
Froa Sprrir and Raven Sprrir 
leave. The Illiniwic Corn Dancers 
dance off and are followed by the 
ILLINIWIC CHIEF and the VILLAGERS 
carrying the props. Time DANCERS 
dance across the stage. After them 
come the Muskhegon Fruit DANCERS, 
followed by the MuskuEeGcon CHIEF 
and VitLaGEers with backdrop of a 
grass hut and fruit trees or melon 
vines. Enter Utaci, RAVEN Sprrit 
and Froe Sprrir.) 

MuSKHEGON CuiEeF: Who comes to the 
land of ever summer, land of the 
Muskhegon? Do you come in peace 
or in war? 

FroG Sprrir: We come in peace, O 
Chief of the Muskhegon! 


We will 


RavEN Sprrir: This is Ulagi, Chief of 


the Athabascans. He has come to 
learn your way of life. 

MuskHEGON Curer: Samushi! You 
are welcome! Rest here! (70 ViL- 
LAGER) Bring fruit and melons that 
our guests may feast. Tonight my 
young men are dancing the ripe 
fruits dance. (Unaai, Froa Sprrir 
and Raven Spirit watch Fruit 
Dancers dance to beats of DRUMMER. 
VILLAGER brings a woven straw 
platter of fruits and melons to the 
quests. ) 

Uxaat: Fruit is good! 

MuskHeGgon Cuter: Fruit is good! 
Our women gather the fruit from the 
forest and plant melons in our 
gardens. Here we have no cold or 
snow and the fruits ripen quickly. 
Tonight we thank Supreme Being 


Beakushi for the gift of fruit and 
sunshine. 

Uxaat: Fruit zs good! I will take fruit 
to my country. 

FroG Sprrir: We can not raise these 
fruits in our country, Ulagi. Our 
country is too cold. Fruit needs the 
warm sun and rich soil of the land of 
ever summer. 

Uxaat: That is true. 

Frog Spirit: Do you wish to continue 
our journey? 

Uxaer: Let us go back to our own 
country and our own people. It is 
very hot here, and I think some 
salmon would be good to eat. (They 
exit. The Muskhegon Frurr Danc- 
ERS leave, followed by the MusKHE- 
GON CHEF and the VILLAGERS car- 
rying the props. ‘Time DaNcrrRs 
dance across stage as DRUMMER 
pounds, followed by Athabascan Vit- 
LAGERS with wooden house front. 
Torem PoLe and Mepicine Man 
appear on stage. Enter Utaai, Froe 
Spirit and RavEN Sprrir.) 

MeEpicInE Man: It is our Chief, Ulagi! 

VituaGers (Shout): It is our Chief, 
Ulagi! (All come to center of stage and 
form a semi-circle. ULaat comes for- 
ward and raises his hand for silence. 
Then he speaks.) 

Uxaat: My people, the Great Manitou 
has given to each of us our own land 
and our own people. This is our 
place in life, and here we should be 
happy and content. Let us give 
thanks to the Great Manitou for his 
gifts of wooden houses, totem poles, 
and salmon; for no other people have 
these things. I have spoken! (ULaar 
leads all in a closing dance.) 

THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue SEARCH FOR HapPINEss 


Characters: 6 male; 3 Spirits may be male or 
female; male and/or female extras. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Indian dress, varied for different 
villages unless different groups of villagers 
are played by the same actors. Chiefs wear 
more elaborate headgear than Villagers; 
Medicine Man wears grotesque mask; 
Totem Pole may have wrapping paper or 
cardboard painted with one face above 
another wrapped around him or her. Buf- 
falo Dancers wear bull horn headpieces, 
Corn Dancers carry corn stalks or ears 
of corn, Fruit Dancers wear colorful cos- 
tumes and carry or dance around tray of ripe 
fruit. Time Dancers may wear half white 
and half black costumes to represent day 
and night; they may have clock faces point- 
ing to different hours pinned or painted on 


the front of them, luminous if the lights are 
dimmed as they dance. 


Properties: “Salmon,” drum, sacred powder, 
wood and red paper (or red light bulb) for 
fire, platter of “buffalo meat,” birchbark 
dish of corn, straw platter of fruits and 
melons. 


Setting: Backdrop represents carved wooden 
house of the Athabascans. There is a drum 
off in the corner if one drummer is to serve 
throughout the play; otherwise each drum- 
mer carries drum as he enters and exits and 
Time Dancers dance without accompani- 
ment. Illiniwic Villagers carry in backdrop 
of cornfields and Algonquin lodge; Muskhe- 
gon Villagers bring in backdrop representing 
grass hut and fruit trees or melon vines. 

Lighting: The lights may be dimmed and blue 


as the Time Dancers dance and the scenes 
are changed. 
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The Red Flower 


by Eleanore Leuser 


Characters 
PIERROT 
PIERRETTE 
Brown ELF 
2 BEARS 
SIMPLETON 
3 PRINCESSES 
KNIGHT 
MAGICIAN 

SETTING: A woodland trail. 

At Rise: Prerrot is sitting on a stone 
al far left, his head in his hands. He is 
very sad. The Brown ExF enters and 
stands looking at him. 

Brown Er: Come, what is the matter, 
Pierrot? Why so sad? 

Pierrot (Startled, lifting head): My 
sister’s gone and it’s all my fault. 

Brown Etr: What do you mean? 

Prerrot: We had just won a prize for 
putting on the best play at the vil- 
lage fair. It was a gold piece. I said 
it should be all mine. 

Brown Eur: Wasn’t that a little self- 
ish? 

Pierrot: Well, I said I was the better 
player. I told Pierrette I could even 
do the whole play better without her. 

Brown EF: Could you? 

Prerrot: Well . . . no, not really. It 
takes two to make the play. But 
anyway she cried and I got angry 
and said I wished she were a million 





and she 


miles away from here... 
vanished! 

Brown E tr: Vanished? 

Prerrot: Vanished — right in front of 
my eyes, just like magic! Oh, Brown 
Elf, can’t you help me find her? 

Brown EL F: Oh, so now, you want her 
back? 

Prerrot: I didn’t mean what I said. 
She can have half of the gold piece. 
She’s almost as good asI am. I’d do 
anything to get her back. 

Brown Exr: It won’t be easy. For 
when you wished her away you put 
her in the power of the Magician of 
Selfishness. He must have taken her 
to his Secret Cave. 

Pierrot: I’ve been looking every- 
where. Now, I’m lost in_ these 
woods. Won’t you tell me where to 
find her, Brown Elf? 

Brown E tr: Follow this path and as 
you follow it, stop thinking only of 
yourself. Whenever you do the right 
thing you will find a Red Flower ly- 
ing in your way. Then you will 
know that you are closer to Pierrette. 

Prerrot: Thank you, Brown EfIf. 
Lead on. I’ll follow. 

Brown Etr: Nay, you must go alone 
and you must find her before the 
clock strikes six tonight or the 
Magician will be able to keep her in 


his power forever. If you are in 
great need you may call me once — 
but only once — and I will come to 
you. Go, and courage go with you. 
(Brown EtF disappears and PIERROT 
stands thoughtfully for a moment.) 

PrerRoT: How shall I ever find Pier- 
rette in time? (A SIMPLETON enters 
from right carrying a pail upside 
down and looking very perplexed.) 

SmmpLeTon: What can be the matter? 
What can be the matter? (Looks into 
his pail) Not a drop of water! Nota 
single drop! Yet I filled it full at the 
spring. (Turning it upside down and 
continuing to walk) Ah me! 

Pierrot (Approaching him): Have you 
seen my sister? 

SmmpLeTon (Paying no attention): Ah 
me! Ah me! 

Prerror: It’s Pierrette I mean. Have 
you seen her come by here with the 
wicked Magician? 

Smp.teton (Looking in pail): And it 
won’t hold water. It simply won’t! 

Pierrot (Jn a rage): Brainless idiot! 
Thinking about his troubles and no- 
body else’s. I’ll have to go on and 
find the way for myself I suppose. 
(He tries to move but cannot.) 

Smmp.eton (Still looking in his pail): 
It was full. I know it was. 

Pierrot (Struggling): Why, I can’t 
move! My feet can’t move! What is 
the matter? Stop your walking, 
Simpleton, and tell me what to do. I 
must be on my way to find Pierrette. 

SmpLeton (Almost crying): It won’t 
hold water. It simply won’t! And I 
must have water. Whatever shall I 
do? 

Prerrot (Touched in spite of himself): 
What is the matter, poor fellow? 


Are you in trouble, too? (Looking 
closely at the pail) Why, you foolish- 
headed one, you are carrying this 
pail upside down. Hold it this way, 
(Showing him) and the water will 
stay in. 

SrmpieTon (Laughing): Why I believe 


you're right. I’ll go back to the 
spring and get some more water. 
Thank you, good friend. (He ezits, 
still laughing happily.) 

Pierrot: There he goes. But now 
what about me? Why look... 
there’s a Red Flower. It’s the sign 
the Brown Elf told me about. Why, 
my feet can move again. (He tries 
both feet, then stoops and picks up the 
Red Flower.) Now I know I can 
somehow find Pierrette. I hope it 
will be in time. (He moves just a step 
or two right when two Brars enter. 
They are dragging a trap in which 
each has one foot caught. Pierrot 
speaks excitedly) Tell me, did Pier- 
rette come this way with a Magician? 

lst BEAR (Crossly): We’ve had no time 
to look at anything with this awful 
trap on our feet. 

Prerrot: Why, you’re caught in a 
trap. I didn’t notice. 

ist Bear: He didn’t notice! He didn’t 
notice! Is the lad foolish? 

2nD Bear: How would you like to 
walk around with this trap fastened 
to your feet? 

Pierrot: If I had time perhaps I could 
help you but I must get to Pierrette 
before the clock strikes six and I 
don’t know how far the Magician 
has taken her. 

Bears (Groaning): Oh, please free us 
now. It will be too late if you wait. 
Some hunter will find us. 


























Pierrot: I see I must. It will not take 
long to free you from that trap. 
(Stoops down and after some fumbling 
gets their legs free) 

Ist BEAR (Rubbing leg): You are a good 
fellow after all. 

2np Bear (Also rubbing leg): Here’s 
something stuck in the trap you 
might like. (He hands Prexror a Red 
Flower.) 

Prerrot: Hurrah! Then I must be 
still on the right road to find 
Pierrette. 

ist Bear (Leaning towards him): We'll 
tell you a secret. This is really a 
short cut to where you want to go. 

2np Berar: If you keep on finding Red 
Flowers. 

Pierrot: If only I’m not too late. 

Bears (As they exit): Thanks for help- 
ing us, Pierrot. 

Pierrot (Joyfully): Now, at last I can 
be on my way to Pierrette. I only 
hope she is not too far away. (He 
moves to center stage then stops as he 
hears cries of “Help,” ‘Helpl!’’) 
What’s that? Someone must be in 
trouble again. (Three PRINCESSES 
bound loosely together appear, walk- 
ing very slowly and weeping pite- 
ously) Whatever is the matter and 
who tied you like that? 

Ist Princess: We were captured by a 
cruel knight. 

2nD Princess: He left us but a mo- 
ment ago saying he would return to 
take us to his dungeon. 

3RD Princess: Free us, boy, free us 
and you will have our undying 
gratitude. 

Prerrot: I would gladly free you if I 
had time but I must hurry to find 

my sister. 





PRINCESSES: We beg of you! 

Prerror: All right. If I must. (Untie- 
ing rope) There you are. 

Princess: Thank you, thank you! (A 
noise 1s heard.) 

Ist Princess (Clutching the others): 
The Knight is returning! 

2nD Princess (Fearfully): What shall 
we do? 

3RD Princess: He will take us to his 
dark prison. 

Prerror: Can you run? (They nod.) 
Then run for your lives. I’ll take 
care of the Knight. (The PRiNcESSES 
run off left as the Kniaut enters 
right.) 

Knicut (Fiercely): Have you seen 
three Princesses? They have es- 
caped from me. It will go hard with 
anyone who has helped them. Have 
you seen them? 

Prerrot (Bravely): I’ll tell you noth- 
ing.. But I’ll fight you for their free- 
dom. You can’t treat princesses so. 

Knieut: Oh, I can’t, can’t 1? We’ll see 
about that. Why, you’re nothing 
but a boy. I'll teach you to talk 
about fighting. (He draws his sword; 
Prerror picks up a little stick. They 
thrust at each other for a moment. 
Prerror is forced to his knees.) Now, 
wilt thou tell me where the maidens 
went? 

Pierrot (Gasping): Never! Never! 
Brown Elf, help me now. (Brown 
Eur appears and slips a sword into 
Prerrot’s hand and makes a sign 
over the Knicutr. PrerRor rises 
quickly, topples the KNicut over and 
stands over him.) There — give me 
your sword, go back to your castle 
and never hurt a princess again. (He 

looks around for the Brown Eur but 


the Brown EtF has gone. He picks 
up a Red Flower where the BRowN 
Eur has dropped it.) Another Red 
Flower. I seem to find one when- 
ever I’ve helped someone else. I 
wish they would help me get to 
Pierrette. But what can these Red 
Flowers do? 

Knicut (Humble now): Perhaps more 
than you think. Hold them tightly, 
little Pierrot. (He exits.) 

Prerrot: I wonder what he means by 
that. But there’s not much time to 
spare and I make so little progress. 
Oh, I hope I can get to her before it 
is too late. (He starts to move to ex- 
treme right but stops as Brown ELF, 
disguised as an old woman comes out 
of the cave and stops in front of 
PIERROT. ) 

Brown Etr: Young sir, have pity on a 
beggar. Food! Food! 

Prerrot: I have no food, old woman. 
I wish I did. I would gladly share it 
with you. 

Brown E tr: A penny, good sir—a 
penny to keep an old woman from 
starving. 

Prerrot: I gave my last penny to a 
child who cried from hunger along 
the way. 

Brown E tr: Have you nothing, noth- 
ing? Must I starve? 

Prerrot: I have only this gold piece 
which I saved to give the Magician 
for Pierrette. It’s really more than 
half hers anyway. 

Brown E tr: Food! Food! 

Pierrot (Giving her coin): Take the 
gold then, old woman. I will fight 
the Magician with my bare hands 
rather than have you go hungry. 
I’ll earn another coin for Pierrette. 
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Brown EF (Standing up, throwing off 
cloak and revealing his identity): 
Pierrot, by thinking of others you 
have earned the right to win Pier- 
rette back. She has really been close 
to you all the time. I will bring her. 
(He brings her out of the cave. Prrrror 
and PIERRETTE are overjoyed to see 
each other.) 

PrerretTe: Oh, Pierrot, I’m so glad 
you’ve come at last. Will you take 
me far away from the old Magician? 
He’ll be coming soon. It’s almost 
six o’clock. 

Prerror: I could never have come 
here, sister, if the Brown Elf hadn’t 
helped me. 

Brown EL Fr: But now I have done my 
part. You have truly learned to 
think of others. I must be gone 
forever. 

Prerror: Oh no, not before the Ma- 
gician comes. I’|l need you then. 
PrerRRETTE: Oh, please stay and help 

us. 

Brown E -r: Pierrot is strong enough 
to fight alone, now, Pierrette. Just 
remember to use the Red Flowers. 
They will always defeat selfishness. 
(He runs off stage.) 

Prerror (Looking at the Red Flowers in 
his hand): What does he mean? How 
can I use these to defeat a Magician? 
(Rumblings are heard. The stage 
grows darker.) 

PIERRETTE (Clutching Pirrror) : There 
he is now, Pierrot! There he is now! 
(The Maaictan enters as a louder 
rumbling is heard.) 

Pierrot (Shielding Prerrette): Don’t 
be afraid, Pierrette. I’m not. 

Maaician (Coming up to them as they 
back away): Ah, here you are, my 
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fine fellow. So you want your sister 
back again. I’m afraid it’s too late. 

Pierrot: Oh, no, it isn’t. You can’t 
get her away from me again, old 
Magician of Selfishness. I’ve learned 
how to conquer you and I don’t 
mean to ever let you come near us 
again. 

Maaician: Fine talk, my boy! Fine 
talk! But just how are you going to 
keep me away? 

Pierrot: I’m going to use the Red 
Flowers every time I even think of 
you. (He starts to throw the flowers at 
the Maaictan) There — take that 
and that—and that! (As he fin- 
ishes throwing the flowers a great 
crash is heard and the lights go out.) 

PreRRETTE: Pierrot! Pierrot, what has 
happened? 


Pierrot: Don’t be frightened, Pier- 





rette, [have him. He can’t hurt you 
any more. (The lights go on. Pimr- 
RETTE is seen holding onto PrerRoT 
and Pierrot is holding onto a large 
black stone. The two children stare at 
each other. Nore: The Maaictan 
kneels and throws his long, full black 
cape over him, which covers him com- 
pletely from the front and makes him 
look like a large black stone.) 


PIERRETTE (Awed): Is that the Ma- 


gician? 


Prerror (Slowly): The Red Flowers 


have really conquered him. I think, 
Pierrette, all that is left of Selfish- 
ness is a big black stone! 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Rep FLower 

Characters: 7 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Pierrot and Pierrette wear their 
usual clown costumes. The Brown Elf 
wears a peaked cap and pointed shoes, if 
possible, to match his all-brown costume; 

q later he wears a long black cape and an old 
woman’s disguise over this. The two Bears 
each have a foot caught in a “trap,’”’ which 
conceals a red flower. The three Princesses 
may wear long gowns and high peaked caps 
with veils; they are bound loosely together. 
; The Knight wears armor and carries a 
| sword. The Simpleton may wear ragged 
clothes; the Magician wears a long, full 
black cape. 








Properties: Pail for Simpleton, sword and red 


flower to be carried in by Brown Elf, gold 
piece for Pierrot. Rumbling sound may be 
made by shaking, offstage, a flattened out 
piece of tin from a gasoline or oil can. 


Setting: A path through the woods. A painted 


backdrop of trees and grass may be used, 
with a few real-looking bushes, etc., before 
it. There is an entrance at left, with a large 
stone near it; and the entrance at right 
looks like the entrance to a cave. A red 
flower and a small stick lie on the stage. 


Lighting: Lights dim before Magician’s en- 


trance; lights go out as Pierrot throws red 
flower at him, then come up brightly. 


Part Four 


Skit 





The Blue Serge Sust 


by Vernon Howard 


Characters 
CUSTOMER 
Mr. GRIMP 
Mr. GRAMP 
Mr. GRuMP 
LAUGHER 
SOBBER 

SetTTinG: A men’s clothing shop. 

At Rise: Mr. Grimp is going over 
several suits on a rack when the Cus- 
TOMER enters. GRIMP rushes up, rub- 
bing his hands in anticipation. 

Grimp: Yes, Sir, yes, Sir, ’m Mr. 
Grimp. What can I do for you? A 
shirt, socks, a tie, maybe a handsome 
pair of imported Polynesian moc- 
casins? 

Customer: I'd like a blue serge suit. 

Grimp: Ha! A suit, a suit! (Studies 
CusToMER’s build) Hmmm. I have 
just the thing for you. (Takes any 
suit from rack) Here you are, Sir. 
Just the thing for your own subtle 
little personality. Here, try on the 
coat. 

Customer: But, I wanted a blue serge 
suit. I don’t think this... (Grmwp 
forces the coat on him. It is long and 
awkward, but Grimp steps back in 
admiration.) 

Grimp: Magnificent, simply magnifi- 
cent, never have I seen a more 
handsomely clad figure. 

Customer (Doubtful): But you see, 
they’re giving a medal at the con- 


vention for the best-dressed man, 
I’d like to win... 

Grimp (Holding up silencing hand): 
Say no more, Sir. I have here... 
(Takes another coat which he forces 
over the first) . . . the very thing for 
winning first prize. 

Customer: But I wanted a blue serge 
suit. 

Grimp: Blue, you say! Well, well, I 
have a little something here that will 
fix you up right smartly. (Takes 
paint and brush and strokes brush 
against coat) There you are, Sir. 
Just as blue as my baby blue eyes. 

Customer (Sadly surveying himself): 
But I don’t think... 

Grimp: You’re not convinced? In that 
case, permit me to summon Mr. 
Gramp. Mr. Gramp is in charge of 
blue serge suits that are entered in 
convention contests for first prize. 
(Claps hands and GRampP enters, 
looks at the CusToMER, throws up 
hands in admiration, then throws arms 
around GRIMP) 

Gramp: Grimp you have outdone your- 
self. (Admires Customer) Wonder- 
ful, great, a perfect fit! 

Customer: But I wanted a blue serge 
suit for first prize at the convention. 

Gramp (Clapping hand over Cvus- 
TOMER’S mouth): Don’t say that, 
don’t say that, you’re liable to break 
the magic spell. (Admires Cus- 
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TOMER) You, Sir, are without doubt 

the handsomest man west of the 

Shenandoah. (Points to door) Go, 

Sir, and return to us burdened with 

trophies of your sartorial splendor. 

CusToMER (Sadly looks at long sleeves) : 
But doesn’t it need alterations? 

GrAMP: Grimp, you heard the man, he 
wishes alterations. 

Grime: Alterations coming up, Sir. 
(Rolls back CusromeER’s sleeves or 
cuts them off, tucks in the back with 
clothes pins. Turns smartly to GRAMP 
and salutes) Alterations complete, 
Sir! 

GramP (70 CusTomeEr, as he points to 
door): Go, Sir, the world awaits you! 

CustoMER: But, I don’t like... 

Grimp: What? You’re still in doubt? 
Tell you what, Sir, just ask the very 
next customer who comes in here 
what he thinks of your suit. Here 
comes someone now. Ask him! 
(Enter LAUGHER.) 

CustoMER (7'0 LAvUGHER): Mister, 
could I ask you a question? 

LAUGHER: A question? Of course. 

Customer: What do you think of my 
suit? 

LAUGHER (Soberly surveys CUSTOMER): 
Hmmm. Well... (Nods several times 
in apparent approval as he peers and 
squints) Hmmm ...ah... (Shrugs to 
CustroMER) Well, if you wish my off- 
hand opinion . . .? 

Customer (Hopeful): Yes . . .? 

LavuGHER (Breaks into sudden and 
violent laughter. Staggers hysterically 
offstage): Ha, ha, ha, hoo, hoo, hoo. . 

Grimp (Hastily explaining): Must have 

been a delayed reaction to a joke he 

heard. Here comes another cus- 


tomer. Ask him. (Enter SoBBER.) 








65 





CusToMER (7'o SoBBER): Sir, what do 
you think of my suit? 

SoBBER (Soberly looking it over): Since 
you ask, I must confess it does 
things to me. 

Customer (Hopeful): It does? 

SopBer (Suddenly sobbing madly): It 
makes me want to end it all! (Sobs 
hysterically as he exits) 

GrampP (Hastily explaining): No taste 
for beauty at all, that man. (Holds 
up finger) Tell you what you need — 
the feminine viewpoint! 

Grime: Gramp, you’re a genius; that’s 
exactly what he needs. (7o Cus- 
TOMER) Tell you what, Sir, just step 
outside the store and ask the opinion 
of the first woman you see. 

Gramp (Nodding vigorously): Just say, 
“Madame, what do you think of my 
new suit?” 

Customer (Repeating as he wearily 
exits right): Madame, what do you 
think of my new suit? 

Grimp (7'0 Customer): That’s it, out 
that door, onto the street and back 
in the front door. (Grimp and GRAMP 
rub their hands, walk to left and peer 
out for Customer. He enters.) 

Gramp (Eagerly): Well? 

Grimp: What was her reaction? (Cus- 
TOMER faces audience to show big 
black right eye. He sobs. Grimp and 
GRAMP sigh.) 

Gramp: A most un-ladylike reaction. 

Grimp: Well there’s only one thing left 
to do. We must call in Mr. Grump. 

Customer (Dejectedly): Mr. Grump? 

Gramp: Our president. He’ll know 
what to do. (Calls into wing) Oh, 
Mr. Grump! This gentleman is 
striving happily for the best-dressed- 
man title at a convention. 





GRUMP 


(Enters, rubbing hands, is 
shocked at sight of Customer. He 
turns in rage to Grimp and GRAMP): 
What have you done with this man? 

Customer (Brightly): You don’t like 
it? 

Grump (Explosive): Like it? I loathe 
it! Why have you left this man half 
clad? Where are the finishing 
touches that will add luster to his 
gem-like appearance? In short, 
where are his hat and cane? 

Grimp (Scurrying about getting them): 
Yes, Sir. 

Customer (Doubtful): But I don’t 
think... 

Grup (Batting an awful-looking hat 
on CusToMER’s head and forcing a 
stick into his hand): There you are, 
Sir, ready for the advertising agency. 
(Stands back, admires CUSTOMER, 
points to door) Wonderful! Go, Sir, 
and let a lucky world adore you! 

CusroMer: But... 


Gramp (Emphatic as he points): Go! 

CusToMER (Pleading): But .. . 

Grump (Pointing to door): Go! (Cus- 
TOMER sadly exits. Others fall into 
each other’s arms, rocking with gales 
of laughter.) 

Grip: Ha, ha, ha, did we put that 
one over. 

GrampP: Been trying to get rid of those 
old rags for six months. 

Grump (Beaming, rubbing hands): A 
very successful operation, gentle- 
men! Boy, does he look horrible! 

Grimp (Alarmed as he looks offstage): 
Great scot, here he comes. 

Gramp: Wow! He woke up quicker 
than I thought. He’ll probably start 
throwing things. (CusToMER enters 
wearing a huge paper medal labeled 
“First Prize.” He points to it as he 
passes the others. Then just before 
he exits, he looks at the audience and 
shrugs.) 

THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Buus Serce Surr 


Characters: 6 male. 


Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress. Customer makes 
one entrance with a black eye. 

Properties: Two large suit jackets (one should 
be expendable), paint brush and blue paint, 
scissors (optional), clothes pins, awful- 
looking hat, walking cane, huge paper 
medal labeled ‘First Prize.” 

Setting: Counters and suit racks to represent 
a men’s clothing store. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Five Radio Play 
Great Expectations 
by Charles Dickens 
adapted for Radio by Edward Golden 
Characters (He screams. Cut short as if hand is 
Pip clapped over his mouth.) 
Maewitcu Sounp: Clank of chains. 
Mr. Jor Maewrrtcu: Make a move and [’Il split 
Mrs. Jor you from ear to ear! 
SOLDIER Pip: I won’t, Sir. Please don’t cut my 
ESTELLA throat, Sir! 
Miss HavisHAM Maewrirca: Quiet! Tell us your name. 
JAGGERS Pre: Pip, Sir. 
Orr Mike VoIce Maewircu: You young dog! What fat 
WomAN cheeks you’ve got! I’ve ’alf a mind 
Music: Theme up and under. (Nore: to eat ’em! 
Music from “Spellbound” may be Pip: Please, Sir . . . you wouldn’t do 
used.) that, Sir! 


Pre: My family name being Pirrip and 
my Christian name being Philip, all 
that my childish tongue could make 
out was “Pip,” and so I was called 
“Pip.” My parents were dead, and I 
lived with my married sister and her 
husband, Joe Gargery, the village 
blacksmith. One bitter cold day, 
while visiting my parents’ graves in 
the churchyard bordering the marshes 
just outside of the town,I ... (Fades) 

Sounp: Wind up then fades under as 
footsteps on dried leaves are heard. 

Pre: Bradshaw .. . Harley . . . Pirrip. 
Here it is! 

Sounp: Wind out. 

Prr: Philip Pirrip and wife Georgianna. 
(Praying) Oh, Lord, be good to them 
what was good tome. Amen. NowI 
must take out the weeds... and... 
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Maewrircu: Who do you live with. . . . 
That is supposin’ I let you live? 

Prep: With my sister, Sir — Mrs. Joe 
Gargery, wife of the blacksmith. 

Maewircu: Blacksmith, eh? Look 
here . . . the question is whether 
you’re to be allowed to live. Do you 
know what a file is? 

Pre: Yes, Sir. 

Maewircu: And do you know what 
vittles is? 

Pre: Yes, Sir. 

Maewircu: You get me a file and 
vittles. Bring ’em both to me to- 
morrow morning early, and you’ll be 
allowed to live. If not, I’ll have your 
’eart and liver out! 

Pre: I will, Sir. 

Maewrrca: And never dare to make a 
sign or say a word about your ’avin’ 








seen such a one as me. Otherwise, 
there’s a young man with me, and, 
compared to ’im, I’m an angel! He 
’as a secret way of gettin’ at a boy 
all snug in ’is bed and tearin’ ’is guts 
out! Now, what do you say? 

Pip: I’ll get the file and food, Sir. 

Macewitcu: Well get yourself ’ome, 
and mind what I told you. 

Pre: Yes, Sir... (Fading) .. . cross my 
heart, Sir... Good day, Sir... 

Music: Bridge. 

Sounp: Wind up. Door opening. Wind 
out as door is slammed. 

Joe: There you are, Pip! Mrs. Joe’s 
been out a dozen times, and what’s 
more, she’s got the switch! You’d 
better make up tidy and . . . quick! 
She’s comin’, Pip, old chap! Hide 
behind the door! 

Sounp: Door slams. 

Mrs. Jor: I heard him! Don’t tell me 
he’s not here! There you are, you 
wretched boy! Kindly tell me where 
you’ve been afore I beat it out of 
you! 

Pre: I’ve only been to the churchyard! 

Mrs. Joe: You’da been to the church- 
yard long ago and stayed there if it 
hadn’t been for me! Who brought 
you up by hand? 

Pre: You did. 

Mrs. Jor: Well I’d never do it again, 
let me tell you. Oh, a precious pair 
you’d be without me. Drat the boy! 
He knows who to be grateful to, even 
if he’s not grateful. Now sit down 
both of you and eat what we got, and 
be glad and grateful that you’ve got 
it. Bless me if the both of you don’t 
drive me to my grave! 

Sounp: Gun shot in the distance. Second 
shot follows. Rattle of crockery under 
rest of scene. 


Pir: Listen, Joe, who’s firing? 

Jor: There was a convict escaped last 
night. They’re firin’ warnin’ of him. 

Pre: Mrs. Joe, where does the firin’ 
come from? 

Mrs. Jon: Plague the boy! What a 
questioner he is! 

Jor: It comes from the hulks. 

Pip: Mrs. Joe, I should like to know, if 
you don’t mind too much, what 
hulks are. 

Mrs. Joe: Drat you! Hulks is prison 
ships. Now keep still and eat. 

Pre: I wonder who’s put in prison 
ships... 

Mrs. Jor: People are put in the hulks 
because they rob and murder. 

Jor: Like as not that prisoner’s out on 
the marshes. I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if he was in the very church- 
yard itself. 

Sounp: A cup smashes. 

Mrs. Jorn: Oh, Pip! What’s at you? 
There you broke a good cup. 

Pie: If you don’t mind, I think I 
should like to go to bed now. 

Mrs. Jor: Get along quickly afore I 
haul off and smash you. And you’d 
better wear your clothes to bed, 
(Fade) unless you want to freeze to 
death! 

Music: Up and under. 

Pip: All that night I lay awake tossing 
and turning, unable to get the con- 
vict’s face out of my mind. Very 
early in the morning, as the mists 
rose in the grey of dawn, I stole 
downstairs and took a pork pie from 
the pantry and a file from Joe’s shop. 
I ran feverishly to the churchyard, 
terrified by the consequences prom- 
ised me if I failed to do my part. The 
poor wretch snatched the things, and 
backed away into the fog saying... 
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Maewrrcu: If you ever breathe a word 
of this I’ll know about it, and some 
night when you’re lyin’ warm in bed, 
that certain young man I spoke of 
will step out, no matter if the door’s 
bolted and the window’s shut, and 
‘ell tear your bloomin’ ’eart out, 
’e will! Remember that! 

Music: Up and out. 

Pip: I scurried home without looking 
back. Later that day, (Fading) we 
received a visitor. (Fades on) There’s 
a soldier at the door, Mrs. Joe. 

SoLDIER (Fades on): Is this the ’ome of 
the blacksmith? 

Mrs. Joe: And what might you want 
with him? 

SoLpIER: Business, Mum. We’ve a 
pair of ’andeuffs what need forgin’ 
as they are in demand at present. 
We’ve a convict ’ere what escaped 
last night from the ’ulks. ’e’s on ’is 
way back right now . . . (Laughing) 
They can’t beat me at this game! 

Mrs. Joe (Interrupting): Pip, take 
these handcuffs out to my precious 
husband. 

Pip (Fading): Yes, Mum. 

Music: Bridge. 

Jor (Fade on): There they are, Cap- 
tain, good as new. 

SotpreR: Thank you kindly. (Calling) 
Bring the prisoner forward. 

Sounpb: Clank of chains. 

So.prEr: Let’s try these on for size. . . . 
Hold out them hands. 

Maewitcu: I want to say one thing 
regardin’ this escape. I stole into 
this very house last night and took 
some vittles and a file. 

Mrs. Jor: This house! 

Joe: You’re welcome to it, poor 
wretched devil. Isn’t he, Pip, old 

top? 





Pip: Y-Yes, Joe. 
Sotpier: All right, you... step 
lightly . . . we’ve quite a way to go. 


Music: Up and under. 

Pre: It was with decided relief that I 
saw that convict go out of my life 
forever ... as I thought. However, 
my mind was soon occupied by other 
things, for my sister came home from 
town the following day in a flurry of 
excitement! 

Music: Up, cuts quickly. 

Mrs. Joe (Off mike, calling): Pip! .. . 
Pip! Come here this instant! 

Pie: Yes’m? 

Mrs. Jor (Fades on): Oh, if you’re not 
grateful this day, Boy, you never 
will be. Through the kindness of my 
dear Uncle Pumblechook you’ve 
been asked to go to Miss Havisham’s 
house on the hill to play this after- 
noon. Do you know who Miss 
Havisham is? 

Pre: She’s the queer old lady who lives 
on the hill in the big house. 

Mrs. Joe: She may be queer, but she’s 
rich as the queen herself, and who 
knows, if she takes a likin’ to you, 
your fortune’s made. And she’d bet- 
ter take a likin’ to you, or I’ll know 
the reason why! Do you understand? 

Pipe: Yes’m. 

Mrs. Joe: Now get along to the pump. 
Look at you! You’re black from 
head to foot. Saints to God, will I 
ever civilize you? Hurry! 

Music: Up and under. 

Mrs. Jor (Softly): Well, there’s the 
gate. ... Ring the bell. 

Sounp: Bell rings. 

Mrs. Joe: And remember, you’d better 

play for the old lady, or I’ll teach 

you how to play with the switch. 





Este.ua (Off mike, in a cold, haughty 
manner): What name, please? 

Mrs. Jor: Gargery, Miss. 

EsteE.La: Quite right. 

Sounp: Key fitted into lock . . . turned 
. . . lock clicks open . . . gate creaks 
open. 

Estrevua: And who is this? 

Pip: Pip, Miss, come to play. 

Este.ua: Oh . . . so this is Pip, is it? 
Follow me. I am Estella. Do, 
you wish to see Miss Havisham too, 
Madame? 

Mrs. Jor: If Miss Havisham wishes to 
see me. 

Este.a: Ah, but you see, she doesn’t. 
Good day. 

Sounp: Gate shuts with a clang. Lock 
clicks. 

Este.ua (Haughtily): Follow me, Boy. 

Sounp: Footsteps under. 

Pie: I say, Miss, your clock in the 
tower has stopped. It says twenty 
minutes to nine and it’s rightly 
fifteen minutes to three. 

Este.ia: Mind your own affairs, Boy. 
Don’t ask questions. Well, don’t 
you see we’re in the house? Take off 
your hat. You’re among gentlefolk 
now, sO use your manners, if you 
have any. Go in that door, Boy. 

Sounn: Footsteps out. 

Pip: After you, Miss. 

EstTE.a: Don’t be ridiculous! (Fading) 
I’m not going in. 

Sounp: Esreuua’s footsteps fading off 
and cut. 

Music: “Spellbound” or other eerie 
theme in and under. 

Sounp: Knock . . . soft and hesitant. 

Miss Havisuam (Off mike): Come in, 
Pip! 

Sounp: Wooden door creaking open. 


Pie: I opened the door and stared in 
amazement. There in a large carved 
chair sat the strangest old woman I 
had ever seen. Her face was a knot 
of bone and wrinkle. She was dressed 
in flowing wedding clothes, yellow 
with age. The dusty curtains were 
drawn, and the whole room was lit- 
tered with faded gowns of every 
colour, and festooned with cobwebs 
of immense size. On a table near her 
chair lay a bouquet of artificial 
flowers, such as a bride would carry. 
A large candelabra coated thickly 
with old wax shed the only light, and 
in the midst of this chaos, sat Miss 
Havisham! 

Music: Cut quickly. 

Miss Havisnam (Fade on): Come 
closer, Pip . . . closer! You’re not 
afraid of a woman who has never 
seen the sun since you were born? 

Pip (Frightened): N-no, Mum. 

Miss HavisHam: Look at me! Do you 
know what I touch here? 

Pre: Your heart, Mum. 

Miss HavisHaM: Broken — broken! 
(She sobs but quickly regains her com- 
posure.) I sometimes have sick 
fancies that I want to see someone 
play. There, Pip... Play! Play! 
Play! Well, why don’t you play? 

Pip: I — I can’t play just now. It’s so 
new here! 

Miss Havisuam: So new to you, so old 
to me! (Calling) Estella! 

EsteLua (Fades on): Yes, Miss Havi- 
sham? 

Miss Havisuam: Come here, child. I 
want you to play cards with this 
boy. 

Estria: With this boy? Why, he’s a 
common laboring boy. 
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Miss Havisuam (Softly into mike): 
Well, you can break his heart. 

EsteLta: What do you play, Boy? 

Pip: ‘Beggar My Neighbor,” Miss. 

Miss HavisHam: Beggar him! Yes, 
beggar him! Ha! Ha! Beggar him! 
(She breaks into hysterical laughter.) 

Music: In fast up and out. 

EsteLta: Well, Boy, pass the cards 
about again. 

Sounp: Cards falling to floor. 

EsteLtaA: There, you horrid little 
monster! You’ve dropped the cards. 
What a wretched beast you are. 
What coarse hands you have! What 
thick boots! 

Miss HavisuaM (Into mike): She says 
many hard things of you, Pip. What 
do you think of her? 

Pip: I don’t like to say. 

Miss HavisHam: Well, you can tell me 
in my ear. 

Pip (Whispering): I think she’s very 
proud. 

Miss Havisuam: Anything else? 

Pip: I think she’s very pretty. 

Miss HavisHam: Oh, is that all? 

Pip: I think she’s very insulting. 

Miss Havisuam: Anything else? 

Pip: I think I should like to go home 
now. 

Miss HavisHam: Even though she is so 
very pretty? You may go (Fading) 
home after the next game. 

Music: Up and out. 

SounD: Footsteps of two people on gravel 
path hold under. 

EsTELLA: Don’t loiter, Boy. You’re to 
return in a week. Don’t you ever 
brush your coat? Here’s your hat, 
poor thing to have to cover such a 
dull little head. (Pause) You’re 


crying, aren’t you? 
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Pip (In tears): No, I’m not! 
EstTE.ua: Oh yes, you are! You know 
you are! I made you cry, didn’t I? 

Pre: No! No! 

Este.ua: Oh yes, I did! I hope you 
cry your eyes out! I hate you. (Fad- 
ing) Now get home! (Pip sobs. Fades 
out.) 

Music: Up and out. 

Pir: In spite of Estella’s insulting way, 
I was enchanted by her. It seemed as 
though the time would never come 
for me to return, but it did... 

Estevua (Fading on): You’re several 
minutes late today, Boy. 

Pre: I’m sorry, Miss. 

EsTE.LiA: Well, come on. Miss Havi- 
sham is waiting... 

Sounp: Footsteps of two under scene. 

Esrevia: Am I insulting today? 

Pre: No so much as last time. 

Sounp: Slap. 

Estetta: You hateful little urchin! 
What do you think of me now? 

Pre: I shan’t tell you. 

Esteiia: Why don’t you cry again? 

Pre: I shall never cry for you again. 

Estetta: Hush, Boy. Here’s Miss 
Havisham’s lawyer, Mr. Jaggers. 

JaGccers (Fading on): Good day, my 
child. 

Este.ia: Good day, Mr. Jaggers. 

Jaagers: Who is this with you? 

Estria: A boy. He’s very crude and 
ill-mannered. This is Mr. Jaggers, 
Boy. (Pause) 

JaAGGERS: Well, does the cat have 
your tongue? Why don’t you talk? 

Pre:I... how do you do, Sir? 

JacGerRS: Humph! He seems suspi- 
cious. I don’t like his looks... . 

Este.ua: I shall keep my eyes open, 
Mr. Jaggers. Shall I see you out? 


JAGGERS: Don’t loiter, child. I know 
my way by now. (Fading) Good day. 

Este: Go in (Fading) this room to- 
day, Boy. 

Sounp: Her footsteps fade off down hall. 
Door creaks open. 

Miss HavisuaM (Off mike): Good day, 
Pip. 

Pip: Good day, Mum. 

Miss HavisHaM (Fades on): You are 
surprised at this room? Do you 
know what that great heap of decay 
is on the table? 

Music: Fade in slowly eerie theme. 

Miss Havisuam: It’s a bride’s cake... 
my cake .. . on this day of the year 
before you were born it was brought 
here. I was to marry, but I was left 
alone by him on our wedding day. . . 
My heart was snapped in two. This 
cake and I have worn away together. 
The mice have gnawed on it, but 
sharper teeth than teeth of mice 
have gnawed at me. 

Music: Up fast, hold, fade out. 

EsteLita (Fades in): Come quickly, 
Boy. I have a great deal to do. 

Sounpb: Key dropped on ground. 

Esre.tua: Oh, bother! I’ve dropped 
the key! 

Pip: Here it is, Miss. 

Esrev.a: For that you may kiss me if 
you like, Boy. 

Sounp: Kiss. 

Este.ua: That will be all, Boy. 

Music: Up and out. 

Pre: Weeks became months, and 
months years. Each time I went to 
Miss Havisham’s I became more 


entranced with Estella. I was 
greatly unhappy. (Fading) When 


my fourteenth birthday arrived .. . 
Music: Up and out. 


Pip (Fade in): I’m afraid I can’t come 
next time, Miss Havisham. I'll be 
fourteen next week, and I begin my 
apprenticeship with the blacksmith. 

Miss HavisHam: Oh! Are you glad? 

Pir: I used to think I would be, Mum, 
but not any more. 

Miss HavisuaM: We shall miss your 
visits, shan’t we, Estella? But you 
will be back. Here is a present from 
me, Pip. Some golden sovereigns. 
They are all yours. 

Pip: Why . . . thank you ever so much! 

Miss Havisuam: Goodbye, Pip. (Fad- 
ing) Show him out, Estella. 

Music: Up and under, fades out. 

Este ua (Fades in): I’m going away, 
too. To France, to be a lady. I 
shall go to a fashionable school, and 
shall someday be a fine lady. I 
won’t be a— blacksmith. Are you 
sorry I’m leaving? 

Pie: Yes, Estella. I think I should like 
to know when you are coming back. 

Estrevua: I don’t know. Probably in 
several years. Do you wish any- 
thing else? 

Pip: If I might, Estella, I should like 
to kiss you again. 

EsTE.LLA: Very well. 

Sounp: Kiss. 

Esre.ia: That will do. You may go 
home now. 

Music: Swells up, holds briefly, fades 
under. 

Pip: And thus my childhood came to a 
close with my parting kiss from 
Estella whom I have loved from 
that moment with all my heart. Two 
years later, we laid my sister to rest 
in the churchyard where she alleged 
we would one day drive her. I had 
learned the blacksmith trade, and 
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the years passed slowly and un- 

eventfully. Then one day, about a 

week after celebrating my twentieth 

birthday, I received a caller who was 
destined to change my whole life. 

Music: Out. 

JAGGERS (Fades in): Mr. Pip, I pre- 
sume. You don’t remember me, of 
course. 

Pie: No... no, Sir. 

JaGGERS: I’m Mr. Jaggers, the lawyer 
in London. 

Pie: Miss Havisham’s lawyer. 

JaGGEerRS: Exactly. I have taken this 
oppertunity to convey to you some 
most happy and fortunate news. 
You have been selected by one of my 
clients, who must, by his own wish, 
go anonymous, to take on an enorm- 
ous sum of money. 

Pie: 1...? But what... 

JAGGERS: You are to be removed from 
your present surroundings, provided 
with proper clothing and lodgings in 
London, and there you are to be 
educated as befits a gentleman of 
the better class. It is also the desire 
of my client that you retain the 
name of Pip. Have you any ob- 
jections? 

Pip: It seems incredible. 
fantastic to believe. 
anyone do this for me? 

JacGrrs: I haven’t the remotest idea. 
Here is sufficient money for your 
passage to London . . . and my card. 
Call on me when you reach the city. 
Good day, Mr. Pip. 

Pre: Good day, Sir . . . and thank you 
kindly, Sir. 

JaGccers: Don’t thank me. I’m paid 

to do it. But allow me to say, that I 

feel that you have “great expecta- 

tions.” 


... It’s too 
Why should 





Music: Swells up and holds . . . then 
fades out. 

Pip: I drew the conclusion at once that 
Miss Havisham was responsible for 
my good fortune, and I called on her 
the afternoon before (Fading) I left 
for London... . 

Miss Havisuam (Fade in): Welcome, 
Pip. You have grown into quite the 
young man. Mr. Jaggers has told 
me about your inheritance. I shall 
try to be happy for you, Pip. 


Pre: Thank you, Miss Havisham. 
(Intensely) I’m grateful . . . very 
grateful. 

Music: New theme up to full. Hold. 


Fade under. 

Pre: In London I saw Mr. Jaggers 
again and obtained an even larger 
sum of money. He directed me to 
my lodgings, but gave me no more 
information about my benefactor’s 
identity. Months passed and my 
education as a gentleman progressed. 
What with fencing lessons, dancing 
lessons, music lessons, and lessons of 
every sort, I was soon accepted into 
society. I had arrived, and I was 
deliriously happy. Perhaps now, 
Estella might consider me as a 
suitor. Still believing Miss Havi- 
sham to be responsible for my good 
luck, I went to see her again. (Fad- 
ing) and met with an agreeable 
surprise... . 

Music: “Spellbound” theme. 

Miss HavisuaM (Fades on): Pip... 
You came at a most opportune mo- 
ment. I have a surprise for you. 
See, there behind you, in the 
shadows. 

Esteuua (Fades on): Hello, Pip. 

Pre: Estella! I didn’t ...I mean... 
I’m so surprised I can’t speak! 


I didn’t expect 
Come, 


EsteLuA: Well, Pip. 
such an effusive welcome. 
come, we’re just old friends. 

Pip: Yes, but... 

Miss Havisuam: Is he changed, Es- 
tella? Less coarse and common? 

Este.ua: Very much. 

Miss Havisuam: You two must have a 
great deal to say to each other. Go 
out into the garden and talk. You 
are young and you do not know... 
you (Fading) do not know . . 

SounpD: Twittering birds, etc. 

Pip (Fades in): Here .. . look! This is 
the very spot where you made me 
cry. Do you remember? 

Este.ua (Coldly): I don’t remember. 

Pir: You must. It’s all so clear to me. 

EsteLia: You must know that I have 
no heart, if that has anything to do 
with my memory. Oh, I have a heart 
to be stabbed in, or shot in, but you 
know what I mean. I have no soft- 
ness there — no sympathy, no senti- 
ment. Now that I have told you, 
(Fading) \et us go in. 

Music: Up and out. 

Miss HavisuaM (Fade in): Well, Pip, 
is she beautiful, graceful, well- 
grown? Do you admire her? 

Pip: Everyone must who sees her, Miss 
Havisham. e 
Miss Havisnam: Love her! If she tears 
your heart to pieces, love her. As it 
gets older and stronger, it will tear 

deeper! Love her! 

Music: Eerie theme up full and fade out. 

Pie: I knew that Miss Havisham was 
right. I was as deeply in love with 
Estella as I had ever been. A week 
later I received a letter, and I knew 
before opening it whom it was 
from... 


Este.ua’s Voice (Fading on): I am 
coming to London by the mid-day 


coach in two days. It has been 
settled that you should meet me. 
Miss Havisham sends her good 
wishes. . . . Estella. 

Pip: I met Estella, and we took tea in a 
nearby inn. 

Sounp: Clink of silver and china under 
scene. 

Este.ia: How do you do in London, 
Pip? 

Pip: As pleasantly as I could anywhere 
away from you, Estella. 

Estevia: How can you talk such non- 
sense? I am going to Richmond. 
Will you take me? 

Pip: Of course, Estella. 

Music: Bridge. 

Pip: A few days later, Miss Havisham 
wrote me to bring Estella to her for 
(Fading) a day... . 

Miss Havisuam (Fades on): Estella, 
come close that I may see you better. 
Are you tired of me? 

Este: Only a little tired of myself. 

Miss Havisuam: Speak the truth you 
ingrate! You stock and stone! You 
cold, cold heart! 

EsreELLA: I am what you have made 
me. Take all the credit, or take all 
the blame. 

Miss Havisuam: Look at her, so hard 
and thankless on the hearth where 
she was reared! 

Esre.ia: You have been very good to 
me, and I owe everything to you. 
What would you have? 

Miss Havisnam: Love! 

Este: All that you have ever given 
me is at your command to have 
again, but I can never give you what 
you never gave me. 
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Miss Havisuam: Did I never give you 
love? Better that you should call me 
mad! 

EstELLA: Why should I call you mad? 
Does anyone live who knows what 
set purposes you have one half as 
well as I do? When have you found 
me false to your teachings? Who 
taught me to be proud and hard? 
Who praised me when I learned my 
lesson? 

Miss HaAvisHAM: Enough! Would it be 
weakness to return my love? 

EsteLLA: I must be taken as I have 
been made. 

Music: Bridge. 

Pip: The next time I saw Estella was at 
a ball in Richmond. 

Music: Minuet or polka up full, then 
under. Hold in background. 

Este.Lua (Fades on): Oh, Pip, I’m tir- 
ing of Richmond. 

Pip: These balls would be nothing with- 
out you. . . . I would be nothing 
without you near me... . 

EsreLLa: Pip, will you never take 
warning? 

Pip: Warning not to be attracted by 
you, do you mean, Estella? 

Esrevia: If you don’t know what I 
mean you’re blind. You recall our 
conversation in the garden when I 
first came back to Miss Havisham’s. 

Pip: Do you speak this way to Bentley 
Drummle? 

EsTELLA: Whatever can you mean? 

Pip: I mean that you seem to favour 
and encourage him, yet you hardly 
ever glance in my direction. 

EsTeLLA: Do you wish that I deceive 
and entrap you? 

Pip: Do you entrap Drummle? 

Esreiia: Yes, him and many others. 
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I’ll say no more. 

Music: Minuet up and out. 

Pip: On the night of my twenty-second 
birthday, I was sitting at home 
alone... . 

Sounp: Clock striking twelve low in 
background. 

Pre: When the clock struck twelve. All 
of a sudden, I heard the downstairs 
door squeak open... . 

Music: Fade under. Wind... hold 

Pip (Calling): Is anyone down there? 

Maewitcu (Way off mike): Yes. 

Pre: What floor do you want? 

Maewirtcu (Closer): The top... Mr. 
Pip. 

Pre: 1am Mr. Pip. What is your busi- 
ness with me? 

Sounp: Footsteps on stairs. 

Maewrrtcu (Fading on): I will explain 
if I may come in. 

Sounp: Steps out. 

Pre: Why I... yes...docomein... 

Sounp: Door closes. 

Maewrircu: There’s no one else? 

Pip: Why do you, a stranger, come to 
my rooms and ask such a question? 

Maewirtcu: I’m glad you’ve growed 
up such a game one. Look at me. . 
closely... . Think, Pip, think . . . 

Pip: I don’t understand, I... wait... 
yes...yes... you’re the convict I 
helped as a child! 

Maewircu: Magwitch, lad, that’s my 
real name. You acted nobly, Pip, 
and I never forgot it. 

Pip: I had forgotten the incident. It 
is unnecessary to thank me. I can- 
not renew our acquaintance. You 
must realize we are far apart in sta- 
tion. I have been chosen to succeed 
to some money, and!1... 

Maewrrcu: You’re a cocky one! Well 


... might I guess to the first number 
of your income? Might it be five? 


Would the first letter of your 
lawyer’s name be “J’’? 
Pip (Pause): You! But I never... 
Maewitcu: Yes, me Pip! Me, who 


swore when I got rich my boy would 
get it all. I’m your second father, 
Pip. I escaped again . . . went into 
sheep farming in Australia. I made 
thousands, but it’s all for you, dear 
boy, all! Didn’t you ever think it 
might be me? 

Pip: Never! I don’t know what to say. 

Maewritcu: Well, dear lad, it’s been a 
long time, but at last I’ve seen my 
boy. At last I’ve seen him! 

Music: Up full. Hold. Fade out. 

JaGGERS (Fades in): So at last you 
know your true patron? 

Pip: Yes, Mr. Jaggers. 

JAGGERS: However, you must be aware 
that he is in great danger, being an 
escaped convict. 

Pip: He has told me. 

JacGcers: Therefore, I suggest you get 
him out of London immediately. 

Pip: But how? 

JAGGERs: I’ve already figured that out. 
Now listen. ... You must ... (Fades 
out). 

Music: Up full . . . fade out. 

Pip: Before getting Magwitch out of 
London, I went back to Miss 
Havisham’s to try once again to con- 
vince Estella of my love (Fading) 
for her... 

Miss Havisuam (Fade in): What wind 
blows you here, Pip? 

Pip: I come to see Estella. What I 
have to say to her I shall say before 
you. You know that I love you, 
Estella. I simply ask you to marry 


me now ... although I’ve asked that 
question many times with each look 
I’ve ever given you. 

Esre..a: I tried to warn you, Pip. I 
shan’t deceive you. (Pause) I’m to 
marry Bentley Drummle within the 
month. I’m sorry, Pip. You needn’t 
worry about my being a blessing to 
him. You’ll excuse me now? He’s 
waiting to take me riding. (Fading) 
Goodbye, Pip. 

Sounp: Door opens and closes (Pause) 

Pip (Bitterly): As you must know, Miss 
Havisham, I am as miserable as you 
ever meant me to be. You led me on 
into believing you were my bene- 
factor, and now you have arranged 
this marriage to break my heart. 
Was that kind? 

Miss Havisuam: Who am I to be kind? 

Pip: She might have been soft and 
gentle, but you ruined her! You 
turned her heart to stone! If you can 
undo any part of the wrong you have 
done, it will be far greater than one 
hundred years of repentance. (Fad- 
ing) Good day, Miss Havisham. 

Miss Havisuam: No, wait, Pip! 

Sounpb: Door opens and slams shut. 

Miss Havisuam: God forgive me! 
What have I done? (Fading into 
background. Gradually) Forgive 
me... forgive me! (Sobbing) Don’t 
hate me, Pip. . . . Don’t hate me! 
(Sobbing continues in background . . . 
hold under.) 

Sounp (On mike): Footsteps descending 
stairs. Hold under. 

Pie: With tears of despair in my eyes, 
I had closed the door on Miss Havi- 
sham and all her sick fancies. She 
had taken my heart and through the 
years had prepared it to be crushed 
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in this moment of her vengeful 

triumph. I could hear her sobs as I 
descended the staircase, nevermore 
to return. . . . (Sobs turn to shrieks 
of pain and terror.) Suddenly the 
sobs had become unearthly screams. 
... 1 tore back up the stairs and 
threw open the door... . 

Sounb: Fast footsteps . . . then door 
thrown open sound of fire 
crackling. Hold under as Miss 
HAVISHAM screams on mike and 
moans in agony. 

Pip: The candelabra had toppled over 
and ignited Miss Havisham’s tat- 
tered rag of a wedding dress... . I 
snatched up a small rug and wrapped 
her in it... . 

Sounb: Beating flames with hands hold 
and cut. 

Pip: But it was too late. . . . The last 
words she ever spoke were . . . 

Miss HavisHamM (Cutting in weakly): 
Forgive me, Pip... Il was wrong... 
do not blame . . . (Breath) F-or-give . 

Music: Up full. . . hold fade out. 

Pie: In that brief moment, I learned 
to forgive in forgiving Miss Havi- 
sham, who had taken the light from 
my life. She went to her judgment 
knowing at the last that she had been 
wrong. ... 

Music: London theme up, hold, out. 

Pip: Back in London I resolved to get 
Magwitch away that evening. There 
was no moon as we rowed down the 
river where he might board the 
packet boat for France. 

SounD: Water slapping against boat. 

Pip: We sat in the boat, quietly wait- 

ing, Magwitch puffing on his pipe as 

the minutes slipped by. I was just 
dozing off when the packet boat 








loomed into sight in the distance, its 
massive hulk a dark shadow on the 
water’s surface. But, just as we 
started for the ship, someone cried 
out: 

Voice (Off mike): You have an escaped 
convict there. I call on him to sur- 
render and you to assist. 

Pre: It was a police boat heading our 
way with the tide. They had fol- 
lowed us from the city. I urged 
Magwitch to swim for it while I 
stalled for time, but he refused. 

Maewircu (Fades on): No, I don’t 
want to get my dear boy into no 
trouble. He’s not riskin’ his life for 
such as me. (Calling) I surrender! 
(Quietly) I’m content — I’ve seen 
my boy! 

Music: Up full, hold, fade out. 

Pre: Justice demanded that Abel 
Magwitch be taken to a place of 
execution and hung by the neck until 
dead. I hurried to Mr. Jaggers, but 
he could do nothing . . . except re- 
veal to me a startling (Fading) al- 
most unbelievable fact .. . 

Jaacers (Fading on): Estella, the late 
Miss Havisham’s ward, is of a cer- 
tainty the only child of Abel Mag- 
witch, convict .. . 

Pip (Breaking in): Can it be true? Are 
you quite sure? 

Jaacers: There is no doubt. I even 
transacted the adoption papers my- 
self. 

Pip (Fades on): Poor old Magwitch 
cheated the hangman after all... . 
They sent for me near the end. . . . 

Woman (Fades on): ’e’s in ’ere. You’d 
better ’urry. (Fading) ’e won’t last 

long. 


Sounp: Footsteps on stone floor. Hold, 
cut. 

Pip: Dear old fellow, can you hear me? 
I’m heartily grateful for all you’ve 
done for me. I can’t appreciate half 
enough your kindness. 

Maewitcu: Stop, dear Boy. I vowed 
you’d get rich if it took my whole 
life. I... I hada child once, a little 
girl. I don’t know what became of 
her. She died for aught I know. 

Pip: She did not die. 

Maewircu (Getting weaker): What do 
you mean? 

Pip: I mean that she was adopted, and 
has grown to be a beautiful woman, 
and what’s more, I love her. 

Maewircu: Pip... (Weaker)... You 
don’t mean it ... Pip, you... hold 
my hand, dear Boy . . . (Trailing off) 

. . you can say I died . . . happier 
... thanI...I1...lived... (Gasp) 

Pip: Oh Lord, be merciful to him. . . 
a sinner. 

Music: Swell to full, hold, fade under. 

Pie: The state confiscated all of dear 
Magwitch’s fortune. I went into 
business, and soon became success- 
ful on my own account with a new 
life and new expectations. It was 
eleven years before I returned to the 
village and Miss Havisham’s, but I 

returned home at last. It seemed as 
I walked into the old house that all 
my experiences there lived again. . . . 
But as I pushed open the door to 
Miss Havisham’s, it was not Miss 
Havisham, but another who spoke . . 

EstTeE..a: Pip! 

Pre: Estella! What are you doing here? 

Este: I live here alone. This is my 
home now, Pip. 

Pre: But your husband .. . 


EstreLLA: Bentley Drummle’s dead, 
and all I have to remember of my 
years with him is misery. I’m sick of 
the world. I shall stay here in se- 
clusion and peace away from it all. 

Pip: Don’t sit there, Estella! That was 
her chair . . . Miss Havisham’s. 

Estetia: I know. I shall take her 
place. It’s where I belong. It’s what 
I was reared for. 

Pip: Listen to me, Estella. I still love 
you... 1 have always loved you. 
Come away from this hateful place 
with me. Nothing can live here. It’s 
a tomb of hate and bitterness. You 


can’t stay here alone. I won’t let 
you! 
EsTeu.a: I’m not alone. Miss Havi- 


sham is here. 

Pip: She’s not here! 
gone, and I’ll prove it! 
back, Miss Havisham! 
back to let in the light! 

SounpD: Window smashes. 

Pip: You see, Estella, she’s gone. . . 
forever! Come out . . . come out, 
Estella .. . 

Esre..a: I’m so frightened, Pip! 

Pie: Take my hand, and don’t be 
afraid of what’s dead and past. 

EsrE.LLa: Oh, Pip, my life’s been so 
miserable. I have always been 
afraid to admit that I have a heart. 
I’m not any longer. . . . I give it to 
you.... 

Pip: Estella... 

Esretia: But I do think it will be 
rather difficult getting used to being 
called Mrs. Pip! 

Music: Final theme swell to full, hold, 
then out. 


She’s dead and 
I’ve come 
I’ve come 


THE END 
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Part Six 


Book Reviews 








Spotlight on Books 


SrreeT Rov. By Henry Gregor Felsen. Ran- 
dom House. $2.50. 

Owning a car is the ambition uppermost in 
Ricky Madison’s mind. Like other teen-agers, 
he has trouble convincing his parents that he 
is mature enough to have one. What happens 
when he takes his own savings of fifty dollars 
and buys a broken-down car from an untrust- 
worthy dealer makes an exciting, fast-paced 
story. (Junior and senior high) 


Tue Buack Srauuion Revoits. By Walter 

Farley. Random House. $2.00. 

When a desert-born stallion is treated like 
a domesticated farm animal it is no wonder 
that he rebels and almost kills the horse in the 
adjoining paddock. To give the Black more 
freedom, Alex Ramsay decides to take him to 
Desert Ranch where there are many acres for 
the stallion to roam in. Why they never 
reached their destination and the adventures 
that befell them make a top-notch adventure 
tale. (Junior and senior high) 


Tuomas Atva Epison, Inventor. By Ruth 
Cromer Weir. Abingdon-Cokesbury Press. 
$1.50. 

Even when Tom Edison was a small boy he 
had an insatiable curiosity about science 
which led him to investigate the why’s of 
everything. In order to equip his laboratory 
he went to work on a railroad. How he be- 
came a telegraph operator and his experiences 
as an inventor are interestingly described in 
this simply written biography. (Middle 
grades) 


Tue WonpeEeRFUL FasHion Dott. By Laura 

Bannon. Houghton Mifflin. $2.25. 

Gay Event, the wonderful fashion doll, had 
been hidden away by Debby’s great-great- 
great grandmother over a hundred years ago. 
Debby had never seen a fashion doll, but had 
been told that Gay Event was the most ex- 
quisite of all these dolls which were sent to 
different countries to display the latest fash- 
ions. Debby was determined to find Gay Event 
and searched everywhere on the old farm for 
her. In looking through every nook in the old 
farmhouse she made some fascinating dis- 
coveries about how people lived a hundred 
years ago, and unexpectedly made the most 
exciting discovery of all. (Middle grades) 





Martin Lutuer. By May McNeer and Lynd 
Ward. Abingdon-Cokesbury Press. $2.50. 
The life and adventures of Martin Luther, 

leader of the Reformation, reads like an ad- 
venture story. The author has done the 
dramatic aspects of his life full justice, and the 
beautiful pictures by Lynd Ward emphasize 
the drama and excitement. (Middle grades) 


BrrtTHpAys OF Freepom. By Genevieve Foster. 

Scribner's. $2.75. 

This is a very beautiful book which de- 
scribes in picture and text the high points in 
the growth of freedom from early "aaron 
times to the Fall of Rome. Though it begins 
with the Declaration of Independence, all 
other “birthdays of freedom” are taken from 
ancient times, going up to 476 A.D. (Middle 
grades) 


Tue Bia Book or Favorite Brsie Srorigs. 
Adapted by Mary Juergens. $1.00. 
Famous Bible stories from the Old and the 
New Testament retold for easy reading by 
young readers. 


Tue Bia Treasure Book or Motuer Goose. 
Illustrated by Alice Schlesinger. $1.00. 
A colorfully and gaily illustrated Mother 
Goose book. 


Tue Woman anpd THe Moonstone. By 
Wilkie Collins. $2.40. 

THe Prince AND THe Pauper. By Mark 
Twain. $1.72. 


Lire Wrrs Fatuer. By Clarence Day. $2.16. 
Quo Vapis. By Henryk Sienkiewicz. $2.20. 


Tue Rep Bapce or Courage. By Stephen 
Crane. $1.84. 


Globe Book Company 

These simplified adaptations of classics 
permit young people to read these books when 
their level of interest is higher than their read- 
ing vocabularies. They are particularly good 
for students who have some reading diffi- 
culties which may keep them from reading 
these fine books for several years. 


For tHe DrrecTor 
Teen TuHeater. By Edwin and Nathalie 

Gross. Whittlesey House. $3.25. 

A step-by-step guide to play production 
telling how to organize a staf, direct a play, 
make scenery, costumes, make-up, lighting, 
etc. Also included are six royalty-free 
comedies. 


Piay PropuctTion ror Amateurs. By Eric 
Bradwell. Macmillan. $2.50. 
A comprehensive book written by an Eng- 
lishman on the production of plays by 
Amateurs. 


Tue Art AND ScreNcE OF STaGE MANAGE- 
MENT. By Peter Goffin. Philosophical 
Library. $3.75. 

How to translate a play from the written 
word to the dynamic form of action speech, 
with dimensions of space and time. 


Tue Stace Manacer’s Hanpsook. By Bert 
Gruver. Harper’s. $3.00. 
A guide to the problems of stage managing, 
and methods of solving them, by an experi- 
enced stage professional. 


OTHER BOOKS RECEIVED 
Toueu Guy. By Bianca Bradbury. Houghton 
Mifflin. $1.50. 
An appealing book about cats, particularly 
about Tough Guy, the Persian kitten, and 
Joe, the tiger cat. (Lower grades) 


Tue Too Lone Tam. By T. V. W. Carpenter. 
Houghton Mifflin. $1.50. 
An amusing nonsense story about Jasper, 
the cat whose tail had been stretched much 
too long for one cat. (Lower grades) 


WonvDER Books. $8.25 each. 

The newest group in the attractive, inex- 
pensive series of books for little children in- 
clude Peter Goes to School by Wanda Rogers 


House, The Wonder Book of Boats by Ear 
Oliver Hurst, Water, Water Everywhere by 
Ralph B. Raphael, Good Morning and Good 
Night by Frank Luther, and Tom Corbett’s 
Wonder Book of Space. 


TREASURE Books. §.25 each. 

The Little Engine That Laughed, Favorite 
Nursery Tales, Let’s Take A Ride, The Dress- 
Up Parade, Mighty Mouse, The Brave Little 
Duck, My First Book of Farm Animals, Baby's 
Day, Let’s Play Nurse and Doctor are the most 
recent additions to the colorful list of picture- 
storybooks for small children. 


Lav: A Dog. Albert Payson Terhune. Grosset 
& Dunlap. $1.00. 
A simplified adaptation of one of the most 
famous books about a dog, especially written 
for young readers. 


Tue Bie Book or REAL STREAMLINERS. By 

Scott Stewart. Grosset & Dunlap. $1.00. 

A pictorial story of locomotives from the 
“Best Friend of Charleston,” first locomotive 
in regular service to pull a train of cars, to the 
most up-to-date full-length ‘“super-dome” 
car. 


Living THeatre. Edited by Alice Venezky. 
Foreword by Helen Hayes. Twayne Pub- 
lishers. $4.50. 

American and European stage hits from 
ancient to modern times, published in full 
form with analyses of basic techniques and 
types of drama these plays represent. 





by AILEEN FISHER 


Viddle and lower grades. 








PLAYS, INC., Publishers 


Health and Safety Plays and Programs 


Children will delight in these plays, skits, readings, songs, and recitations 
that make the rules of good health and safety fun to learn. Miss Fisher 
writes in language that children can easily understand and combines wit 
with common sense in presenting the important health and safety facts. 
She offers exciting dramatizations and memorable rhymes of such everyday 
needs as getting enough sleep, eating the proper foods, repairing defective 
wiring, and the perennial necessity for caution in crossing the street. 
Teachers and youth leaders will be grateful for this unusual collection on 
the vital themes of health and safety. 


$3.50 


8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 
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P I AYS For Special Occasions | 
P 
in OCTOBER | 

In addition to the many fine plays for holidays and special occasions published in this issue, sub- 


ecribers may also obtain plays from previous issues for the celebration of the following events: 


October 9th — Leif Ericson Day 
A saaa or THE Norsemen (Junior and Senior High)...............000000: September, 1941 


October 12th — Columbus Day 





Ferrers anv Dreams (Junior and Senior High)........... bo Wines cue eecee October, 1947 
I Suaut Sar Acarn (Junior and Senior High} Daltbcane svitcdpadeeovecesveos’ October, 1948 
Brave Apmrrau (Junior and Senior High)... .......ccccceesecccencsceceses October, 1944 
Tus Boy Dreamer Gomes GE ET SD och ho edccdawesccccccccccceess October, 1943 
Tas Weaver's Sow (Middle grades). ....ccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccecs October, 1952 
Bryonp True (Middle F capnome SER Dh edek > eb heet anes Chane weeOResene ses .... October, 1949 
Great Beatnnine (Mid RTT we 

Tue Giory He Deserves (Middle grades)...... . October, 1946 
For tase Guiory or Spain shy ae Ss venegscconéagasen saeesece .»» October, 1944 
Corumsvus Satis Tae Sea (Middle grades)... .....cccceccccccccceccccevcces October, 1944 
A Compass ror Curistoruer (Lower grades) October, 1952 
Rervurn or THe Nina (Lower grades). ....0..ssceeseessesses bbaéuesoeunesan October, 1950 
Son or Co_tumsus (Lower in ¢e9650000000606 coG0Es bebke 6esesouse September, 1941 
Tuer Masesties Commanp (Radio play)... ......cscccecceveccsvceceess September, 1941 


October 28th — Anniversary of the Statue of Liberty 
Tue Srarve Sreaxs (Radio play)......ccccccsecscccececvcccsevecesccessnopeember, 1941 





October $0th — Halloween 
Hometown HaLLoween (Junior and Senior eres ere errr errr reer ere October, 1958 
Tus Sort-Heartrep Guosr (Junior and Senior High)..... SGedbeecesccccoceoed October, 19651 
BEWITCHED AND BEWILDERED 2 Canter and Senior Se CUESC CeO RKeReedeed October, 1950 
Happy Haunts (Junior and Senior High)............sse0: sdecccevccoceeses October, 1950 
Tun Hauwrep Crorazetxs (Junior aa Senior High) Pdaed bnesececcocscsed 
Tue Broomstick Beauty (Junior and Senior eeeseese eos 
Horrors, Incorporatep (Junior and Senior Hig eevescee - 
A Cat ror Hattowzen (Middle Ret dednsdeubsobeneeeces 
Hattowsen Gers a New Loox (Middle grades)... ....ecccecscccccccsvecces October, 1960 
Guosts on Guarp Meas GDS E US 66. cue deasecene s6eckeesesdussiccdad October, 19. 
Meer Maz. Wires (Middle oon) Ue evaded asueeeveseodeepinbnds bugdesoeuee 
ee ECE bv sc cceresndecccccecsvessedetevecesesees ictober, 19. 
Broom Marxer Day (Middle grades).............+ Coedoces 
Unper tos Harvest Moon ¢ iddle eas pi eihnd6s 6d eeeenoneeetoneed October 
Someruine New ror HatLoween (Lower grades). . CeNESERDECOsCCceeeeES 
Tae PumpxingaTer’s Pumpxin (Lower grades).........cccesscsccccesescess 
Tae Wrren's Patrern (Lower ile 4 6whebheaveencecsbaces 
Tae Lirriz Wires Wao Tarep (Lower grades)........... 
Jacx-O-LanTERN (Lower grades)... ...s.cccceccscceccees ove 
Tue Wrren Docror (Lower grades).........sssceecceceeees 
Tus HaLLoweEen Wismns “sete Rds ceneddewcdseetevonsecvecetetens October, 1948 
En ea dal ki ac ok esceeihaneheaserdasereeasoad October, 1946 
Tue Cat Wao WanTED 4 Rrpg a Broom (Lower grades). .......eeseeeeeees October, 1944 
THIRTEEN AND HALLOWEEN (Lower grades)... ......ccseccccssecceveveeceess October, 1944 
Tae Lrrruz Wirce Wao Forcor (Lower grades).......... ehveestececvossds October, 1944 
Icuasop Rives Acarn (Lower Deh ba he kdeacddmadecegeSscevenseceent October, 1947 


Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine eo ee 
tssue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual 

may be purchased by current subscribers only, for 20c each (40c to to non-subs ”). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Otherwise 
regular price of 40c per copy will be charged. 


To eliminate bookkeeping, we suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, 
especially for small quantities. 





PLAYS, Imne., 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. | 
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— Royalty Free Plays for Young People 


New Publications 





ONE ACT PLAYS FOR ALL-GIRL CASTSt by Marjorie Paradis ~ 


Twelve sparkling new comedies by a well-known author of stories for you 
and entertaining situations will delight actors and audiences. This book 


we oe teachers 


and drama directors as good plays for all-girl easts are always in demand. 


Junior High and High School 


210 pages; $2.50 


TWENTY-FIVE PLAYS FOR HOLIDAYS t by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
A new collection of holiday plays by these talented authors. Contains new plays for all the “special 


days” including such oceasions as Election Day, Book Week, ete. Tradition an 


fun are combined in 


these plays to offer wholesome entertainment for modern teen-agers. 


Junior High and High School 


442 pages; $3.50 


HOLIDAY PROGRAMS FOR BOYS AND GIRLSt by Aileen Fisher 
sasury of classroom and ~»mbl terial — skits, grou i i 
A treasury of cla and assembly ma plays, poems, skits roup readings end recitations. 


The variety and scope of this collection make it easy to arrange 


Flexible casts and simple staging. 
Primary through Junior High 


HOLIDAY PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERSt 
by Helen Louise Miller 


Twenty-one comedies for celebrating holidays and 

ial occasions; modern settings, true-to-life 
teen-age characters. Entertainment is the prime 
objective of these plays, but each po the 
ideals and traditions of the holiday it tizes, 


Junior High and High School 355 pages; $3.50 


effective holiday programa, 
394 pages; $3.50 


LITTLE PLAYS FOR LITTLE PLAYERSt 
edited by Sylvia E. Kamerman 

Fifty entertaining plays for primary cover- 
ing a wide variety of subjects — holidays; general 
plays on such subjects as health, courtesy, safety, 
etc.; legends, fables, fantasies, and fairy tales, 
Easy to produce, with simple*settings. 

Primary 338 pages; $2.75 


Previously published and still in demand 





PLAYS FOR GREAT OCCASIONS 
by Graham DuBois 
Junior High and High School 

371 pages; $3.50 
MODERN COMEDIES for YOUNG PLAYERSt 
By Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
Junior High and High School 

373 pages; $3.50 
CHRISTMAS PLAYS FOR YOUNG ACTORSt 
edited by A. 8S. Burack 
Primary through Junior High 

264 pages; $2.75 
100 PLAYS FOR CHILDREN?T* 
edited by A. S. Burack 


Primary and Intermediate 
886 pages; $4.75 


RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLEt* 
by Walter Hackett 
Junior High and High School 
277 pages; $2.75 
CAREER PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE* 
by Samuel 8. Richmond 
Junior High and High School 
342 pages; $3.50 
ON STAGE FOR TEEN-AGERSt* 
By Helen Louise Miller 
Junior High and High School 
432 pages; $3.50 
SPECIAL PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYSt* 
By Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
Intermediate and Junior High 
397 pages; $3.00 


*Recommended in the Slandard Catalog for High School Libraries 
tListed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 


PLAYS, INC... Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 











